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I caxxor reſiſt the inclination this opportunity 
gives me of noticing how fincerely I rejoice that the 
tongue of malignity, which has ſo opened againſt me 
on the ſubje& of theſe ſongs, f is _ (6 be cen; 
pletely filenced. | 


Let it however be underſtood that, for any pri- 

vate uneaſineſs the ſaucy flander ever gave me, for 
any fear I entertained leſt it ſhould depreciate me in 
the opinion of the judicious and the worthy, for” any 
perſonal enmity I feel towards the miſerable fools, 
who are puniſhed enough by the gnawings of their 
own rancour :—for any of theſe, or ſimilar conſidera- 
tions, I ſhould have ſuffered the noiſome ſnuff to 
linger, till it became choaked in its own fetid dregs: 
but it has annoyed the public, and IO” 

duty to put on the extinguiſher. 


3 Wa E * © , A l 4. 2 S . at 6 vs Ae 3 - ws - — 4 - * "4 * 
i N 9 N T2 * F * W * 5 a 
* y L 9 7 * 
oy 


: ety Aon Wren s woe 455 


The Hor of this buſineſs is very fimple and ſelf- 
evident. I ſtarted in life with ſome popularity, and 
therefore became an objets ef envy. Thoſe who 


They knew they could not do ſo honeſtly; and there- 


fore they attempted it by villany. Public indigna- 
were glad tv flink into their filthy lurking places for 
1p „CECT 71551466. thhin Bo wer 58 
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0 — — time W til within theſe three- 
years—being connected with mz.nagers and mulic. 
ſhops, and working-for mere hire I lived pretty free 
From -calumny, Throwing off every kind of yoke, 


at which time I pledged myfetf that my productions 


mould not, even in the minuteſt degree, receive af- 
the vipers began again to fear their heads ; and many 


to the repreach of manhobd, and the-diſhonour of 


human nature — are the wanton and wicked * | 
ane or ne NG SHY * pit 


* ieee 


ndr va. 


Tu with be clearly evident. if we notice. that the 


heir poiſon is a revival of the ſame ſlander which was 


only ſhews that they have more wickedneſs than cun- 
ning. They fancy that, could they induce a general 
bellef that Fimpoſed upon the world the productions 
of fome other perſon,” as my own, I ſhould be held 
as à man void of faith or honour ; but what proper 


indignation muſt fill every heart if it could be brought 


home to conviction chat the principles of this perſon, 
of whom 1 am fiifjpoſet to be merely OREN 
| deteſted, auc his weniory deer, wu 


Could ung be aintair ee eee 
ee eee, 
as an impoſtor, and ſtimulate the public not only to 


damn my works, but my character. Poor, thallows | 


ture of public generoſity, They have neyer ex- 
pecienced that it conſtantly follows laudable induſtry ; 
that it ever encourages thoſe endeavours which aim 
at conveying reaſonable pleaſure and uſeful inftruc- 
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Gon; and chat whom it protects, it 'raiſes far above” 
the teach of mmallos or detraction· They only know, 
fallen as they arv, that it ic a bh they dare not hope 
to e HS ASAT ASI poſſeſs it. 
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|. Hayiog: ſpoken. of ere Me. 5 
may not be improper to notice, that in ſeparating. . 


myſelf from public connections, I am not actuated by 
any thing captious or capricious. 1 have no wiſh to 


cavil at men who have made bargains with me to their 


— ee rs: eee 


. but, — — 


larly thoſe with hom I have been moſt connected 
thing wonderful in this; for it is a poor compliment 
to human integrity to ſuppoſe that it is not very na- 
tural in us to aſſiſt thoſe from whom we have received 


aſſiſtance. 2. 
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Putting out of the queſtion. the vaſtality of my 
fnnderons I thiltcent examine whether: there is any 
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honour, and cordial good wiſhes towards me, have, 
even in my preſence, apparently given into ſomething 


> nt mt 1 aris ben iden mon 


Such a leaven We re ee 


ſuffer a momentary nn of their integrity, to 
indulge an e AN I: declare I have had 


flection, I mmm 
ſpit in their faces. inn Try aten x 1 


r 


dan the beſt friend make me amends for having in- 
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; rares, ix * 


W thipg like probability id their ſlander ; premiſing 
L hould not have condeſcended ſa far but for the 
only circumſſance in all this buſineſs. iat gives me g 
thing like pain; and it is, that many mon of ſtridt 
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and ſo captivating is novel opinion, that l am afraid, | 
ſhould there be any malignity in it, there are very ” 


few who may not, under particular circumſtances, 


friends, that had I not known an anxious ſohcitude had 
for an inſtant obſcured probability, and outran re- 


Nor is this 8 too ſtrong. e | 


dulce i, even for a ſingle moment, 2 belief that l " 


22 
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the wretch theſe execrable villains would fain deſcribe 
me? But my only revenge on thoſe who have been 
out of their charity as chriſtians, ſhall be to ſhew 
upon how unſubſtantial a foundation they have 


To go into this examination then. What is there 
in all we know of Mr. BICKERSTAFF to give the 
flainteſt colour to probability that he has written my 
ſongs, and that I always have been, and now am, 
his intimate friend Is it becauſe whatever he has 
-written and whatever I have written are of a totally 
different complexion ? Does he write my ſea ſongs, 
© becauſe thoſe in his Thomas and Sally are, taken 
technically, the abſurdeſt nonſenſe that ever diſgraced 
paper ? Does the ſpirit of my poetry bear the cha- 
racteriſtic of his, becauſe his was ſtudy and mine is in- 
"tuition? Becauſe he was timid, and I am bold? Be- 
cauſe what 1 write is temporary, and for the mo- 
ent, When ke was the tardieſt and moſt tedious of 
All writers? Did he, or could be, write any thing 
but ſongs? Do I write any thing but ballads ? Have 


fiſtance of much better poets than he and did he not 
court aſſiſtanc e from any body who would lend ĩt him? 
Were not the ſuggeſtions of GOLDSMITH,, KELLY, 
GARRICK, nay even SHUTER, and many others, 
caught at by him with avidity ? 
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But did not theſe plain and ſelf-evident fats laugh 
the aſſertion to ſcorn, is it likely that a man, as he 
was, of the moſt-offenſive and inſufferable vanity, who 
never allowed the ſmalleſt ſpark of merit to his 
friends—no, not even in the moment they were lend- 
ing advantage to his productions —is it probable that 
ſuch a man, notwithſtanding the merited obloquy a 
diſcerning and virtuous public has properly heaped 


to a ſhare in my popularity? Or, to take it the other 
way, what ſtrange inconſiſtency, or what ſingular 
atrocity, has ſo marked my public career as to make 


afterwards betrayed, by the man of all others the moſt 
* of ſuch conduct ? 


T not uniformly rejected all aflifance?—nay the ac 


on his head, would not manifeſt i in ſome way his title | 


me appear on one fide ſuch a fool, and on the other 
ſuch a knave, as to riſk being firſt diſcoyered, and 
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Again, what are the faſcinating qualities in Mr. 
Bicxzxsrarr that ſhould induce me to imitate bim 
as a man, and riſk public benevolence for private in- 
famy ? Am I impelled by gratitude in return for 
his driving hard bargains with me; of his taking ad- 
vantage of my inexperience, and rewarding me with 
ante, for labours by which he got large ſums of 
money; for being continually unfaithful to his en- 
gagements, or for running away in my debt ? Am l 
enamoured of that inſincerity for which ho was re. 
markable and notorious for that profligacy and 
immorality which characteriſed his opinions for 
chat ſupercilious hauteur through which he would 


affront his friends —or the puſillanimity which terri- 


bed him into begging, their pardon! The climax of 


this paragraph I will not ſtain my paper with. My 
heart does not tell me that any ſingle diſpaſſionate man 
upon earth ml ruſe me of an inclination to emulate 

caily be ſuſpected of pre- eminence i in ee And 
— let my calumniators,. with. their, uſual truth and 
conſiſtency, , aſſert that, this is a panegyric on Me- 


BICKERSTAFF, and that he wrote it! 
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But this dare not now be ventured. The public 
indignation | is once more rouſed, and w to thoſe 


who have provoked it! My cauſe is become the 


cauſe of every honeſt man in the kingdom. Every 


| man's honour, every man's character, and every 


man's intereſt 1: is involved in it. Iti is not now a queſ- 
tion whether, in common with hundreds 6f high 
diſtinction, brilliant talents, and unſpotted honour, 
I ſhall, with indifference and contempt, ſee the lie of 
the day levelled at me, but it is a queſtion whether, 
as an innocent man, I ſhall be protected * Oy 


: . 


or, as a a perjurer, driven from i it. 


"” OW, AQHA RU ZAUOESDIVIEL 1577 
This flander became at length ſo rank, fo ſuame- 
leſs, and was ſo univerſally diffuſed, that, in juſtice 
to myſelf as a man and à citizen, I have appealed to 
the laws of my country. Diſdaining to proceed other- 
wiſe than by indictment, I have. been granted a rule io 
ſhew cauſe why an information ſhould not be filed againſt 
the perſon who has thought proper to libel me; and, 


to obtain that rule, I have ſworn that T have not, at 
« any time, ſeen Mr. BICKERSTAPP, nor had ay 


141 enuf 
| | ” * I 38 $ 74 
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1 FAEFAGCE. 


correſpondence with him, fince he abſconded, and 
4 that I know not whether he be alive or dead.” 


| | „ The matter is therefore now brought to a moſt 
| | | ſerious and ſolema point. My reputation is in the 
1 | hands of the public, and every man of virtue and ho- 
| | nour muſt pronounce far me, that no one, but an un- 
principled villain, will hereafter dare to mention my 
2% name coupled with any inſinuation of the nature 1 
1 complain of, unleſs he ſhall not only accuſe me, but 
| Il Fg conviet me, of perjury. . | | 
| | 4 NF < I have written this preface at the ſolicitation and for 
3:8 the ſatisfaction of thoſe many friends whoſe warm and 
| | | | | kind anxiety ſhall be remembered by me while my heart 


feels that gratitude which is its ſweeteſt and deareſt 
ſenſation. In the courſe of it I have carefully ſtudied 
not to anticipate nor prejudge any thing before the 


court. I have only given an unqualified contradiction 

of what has been alledged againſt me, and maintained 
my poſition by ſuch probable circumſtances as ſug- 
geſted themſelves. This it was particularly my duty 
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to do, on bringing out theſe ſongs; but I have not 
| preſumed to teach, or dictate. The ſubject is open 
to liberal diſcuſſion. It is here at iſſue, as well as at 

the King's-bench ; and I am neither aſhamed nor 

afraid of what may be the deciſion in either place. 
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BALLAD. 
IN THE WHIM OF THE MOMENT. 


I vow I thought you, at firl ſi aht, 
A moppet, a baboon, a fright, 
Or ſome hobgoblin of the night, 

That guilty creatures waken; * - 
With noſe and chin like ram's horns curl'd, 
And brows in furrowed wrinkles furl'd, 
Well 'tis amazing in this world 

How one may be miſtaken. 


a8 $ 


For now I ſee with half an eye 
You are not old, nor made awry, : 
Nor do your ſhambling trotters Ply, 
As if by palſy ſhaken; + 
4 
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You're young as Ganemede and fair, 
| - Narciſſus had not ſuch an air, 
s Well 'tis amazing I declare 
How one may be miſtaken. 
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BALLAD. 


Once on a time to mighty Jove . 
Complaints came from afar, 
From men of unſucceſsful love, 


Miſcarriages in war: 
In law the want of equity, 
Of mirth at city feaſts, 
Of pathos in their poetry, 
: <A And of good works in prieſts, 
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1 |. So loud and clam'rous were theſe clods, 
| | That Jove, ne*er left at reſt, 

if | Conven'd a ſynod of the gods, 

1 | And Bacchus mongſt the reſt : 


He, merry wag, knew what on earth 
Thus caus'd them to repine, 
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And inſtant ſent them genuine mirth, 
Caſł d up in tons of wine. | 


Ills 


The lover drank and eas'd his care, 
Heroes grew high in fame, 

A comely paunch mark'd each Lord Mayor, 

Bards ſung divine, prieſts put up prayers, 
For ſuch a bleſſing given, 


And Bacchus to this day declares 
There's no ſuch drink in heaven. 
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BALLAD. 
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= Wes laſt in the Dreadful your honour ſet ſail, 
n Newfoundland banks, there came on a hard gale, 
WT here was thunder, red lightning, and cold whiſtling * 
: hail, EE iy.” 
Enough the old gemman to ſcare; 
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One who threaten'd your life, daſh'd below by a wave, 
_ Your own hand I ſaw ſnatch from a watery grave; 
And you ſaid *twas well _ for that ſtill with the 
brave 
The nobleſt of FRG $ to ſpare. 
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When yard arm and yard arm long ſide of a foe, 
When the blood from the ſcuppers rain'd on ps below, 


When crippled enough to be taken in tow, 
To ſtrike we ſaw mounſeer prepare ; 


If a broadſide below, or a volley above, 

The men were all ready to give her for love, 

How oft has your honour cry'd not a hand move, 
A hero's true glory's to ſpare. 
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Far from ſtrife and love's alarms, 
8 With joyous heart, and mind at eaſe, 
1 Time was when with reſiſtleſs charms 
| 6 mY Bacchus knew the way to pleaſe. 


msbixv's SELECTED- SONGS." 5 


When while the merry glee went round, 


Gaily Lſaw each minute paſs, 
Nor ever had I heard a ſound „ 
Like the ſweet tinkling of 1 glaſs. 


My flaſk now broke, and ſpilt my wine, 
For Cupid Bacchus? joys I quit, RE, 
The myrtle kills the blighted vine, | 

And love, turn'd-fate, cries out ſubmit. 
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BAELAD. 


I went.to ſea with heavy heart, 
Of her I lov'd the ſcorn, 

Yet from my thoughts did ne'er depart 
Her image, night or Morn :- 

Storms lour'd, waves roll*d, and lightning 3 , 
Yet did I wiſh to live, 


Still willing, for my poor heart was true, 
To forget and to forgive. 


11. 


The firſt word, when on Eaglih ground, 
3 poke. was her fall mans; | 
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For ſcandal flies her ſhame : 
She lov'd a youth, before the wind 
Who cut and let her N 

1 To forget and to forgive. 
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HY While of theſe thoughts my mind was full, 

„ While adverſe hopes and fears, 

. Like winds did this and that way pt, ; 
=_-. - She came to me in tears. 
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| Down went my colours, and I ſwore 

For her alone I'd live, 
Kiſs'd her, and promis d o'er and o'er, 

Jo forget and to forgive. | | 
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BALLAD: 


———— 


Taz boatſwain calls, the wind is fair, 2 
The anchor heaving, | 2 
Our ſweethearts leaving, 
We to duty muſt repair, 

Where our ſtations well we know: 


Caſt off halliards from the cleets,. _.. 
Stand by well, clear all the ſheers;, 
Come my boys, 
Your handſpikes poiſe, _ 
And give one general huzza : 
Yet ſighing as you pull away, 
For the tears aſhore that low, 
To the windlaſs let us go, 

With yo heave hol 


The anchor coming now apeak, 

Leſt the ſhip, ſtriving, 

Be on it driving, 

That we the tap'ring yards muſt ſeek, 1 
And back the foretop-ſail well we know: 7 


A pleaſing duty 1 from aloft 
We faintly ſee thoſe charms where oft 
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IT1ͤche preſt triangle cracks the ſtay, 


| When returning, 2 
With paſſion burning, 
We fondly gaze, thoſe: eyes that ſeem 
In parting with big tears to ſtream; 
But come, leſt ours as faſt mould flow, 
To the windlaſs once more go, f F 
With yo heave . | 2011 161 3 LL 
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Now the ſkip i is under weigh, 4 ren oh by 
The breeze ſo willing wie 3 
The canvaſs filling, 


Ls 


So taught to haul the ſheet v we ws Y 


And now in trim we 5 * | 

The maſly beam e 

While freed from duty 

To his beauty, 

Left on the leſs'ning ſhore afar, _ 

A fervent ſigh heaves every tar, © 

To thank thoſe tears for him that flow, 

That from his true love he ſnould go, 
With yo heave ho! | 
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BALLAD. 
IN THE LONG ODDS. 


—_— == 


Poor Peg of Mapledown befel ? 
For love that ſtouteſt hearts can maſter. 
Alas l that thoſe who love ſo well, 


In ſorrow's train | 

Should mourn in vain : 

Her ſtory does ſuch grief impel, 
That woe is me the while I tell. 


11. 


She loved a youth of honeſt kindred ; 
At church behold the happy pair ; 


And aſk what 'twas their bliſs that hindred 
For he was young, and ſhe was fair: 
Accurs'd be wars, 

And party jars, 


Why muſt the handſome danger ſhare ? 
Alas! it fills me with deſpair, 


- 


o 
4 


AND did you hear what fad diſtaſter \ 
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Onward to his liege lord's amelling 
A rebel rout had cut their way; 

What ſhrieks enſued! and what a yelling! 
For he a true man muſt away; 


=> He ſwore the fight 
Would end ere night, 
And he'd return with garlands gay, MM 
Sweet trophies for his wedding day. +» 


* 
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Iv. 


Night came, and ſaw the youth returning; 
Accurſed be war's deſtructive knife; 

She ran to claſp, with paſſion burning, 
Her wedded lord—deprived of life l 


Oh 1 cruel ſpight! 

What! not one night, 

Is not her tale with miſery rife? 
At once a-maiden and a wife, . 
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IN THE LONG ODDS: 
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A ſailor and an honeft heart, 

Like ſhip and helm, are ne'er apart; 
For how ſhould one ſtem wind and tide 
If tother ſhould refuſe to guide? 
With that ſhe freely cuts the waves. 


And ſo the tar, 

When claſhing waves around him jar, 
Conſults his heart, and dangers braves 
Where duty calls; nor aſks for more 


Than grog aboard, and girl aſhore. - 


II. , 


Tis not a thouſand leagues from home 
More horrid that the billows foam; 
*Tis not that gentler is the breeze 

In channel than in diſtant ſeas ; 

Danger ſurrounds him far and near: 


But honeft tar, 


Though winds and water round him jar, 


Conſults his heart, and ſcorns to fear, 
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The riſks he runs endears him more 
To grog on board, and girl aſhore. 


111. 
*Tis not that in the hotteſt fight 
The murd'rous ball will ſooner light 
On that than any other ſpot, | 
To face the cannon is his lot; 
He muſt of danger have his hare; 


But honeſt tar, 

Though fire, and winds, and water jar, 
Conſults his heart, and ſhakes off care: 
And when the battle's heat is oer, 
In grog aboard, drinks girl aſhore, 


BALLAD. 


IN HARVEST HOME. 


. — \ 


WovunDs, here's ſuch a coil! I am none of your poor 


| Petty varlets, who flatter, and cringe, and procure ; 


I'm a freeman, a nabob, a king on his throne, 
For I've chattles, and oY and ftrong beer of my 
own: , 
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Beſides, tis a rule that good fellows ne'er fail 
To let any thing wait but the generous ale. 


o 


II, 


My intereſt I love; thee I boos too, good wife, 

But ſtill I love better a jovial life; :4 8 
And for thee, or my lady, with duty devout, 
I'll run to Old Nick, when the dobbin's drank out. 


But, tis always a rule that good fellows ne'er fail | | * 
To let any thing wait, but the generous ale. 7 3 


= 


BALLAD. 


IN HARVEST HOME. 


Arrah Pat, did you leave your poor Unah to mourn ? 
Fait and troth, my dear jewel, 
Now was it not cruel ? 

Oh come back again, or you'll never return 

To chear me when I'm broken hearted. 


Straight forward I look when around me ſo gay 
_ I'd a pleaſure in toiling | 


— 
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The ſun ſhined, though” 'twas cloudy, the while» we 
made hay, | 
For den Pat and I had not parted. 


Each bird while it's ſinging may ſhut up its throat: 
I won't look at the thiſtle, 
Where-.goldfinehes whiſtle, 

For though they all ſhun-me, I don't hear a note, - 
How can I, while thus broken hearted ?' 


The cows may courant it, the ſheep friſk and play, 
Lambs and kidlings be dancing, 
And ſkipping, and prancing, 


For though they're before me, they're all gone away, 
Since Patrick and Unah are parted. 


- I * 
- — 
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AWAY, pale fear and ghaſtly terror !' 
Fly, at a parent's voice away | 
* Correcting every youthful error, 
es . She deigns to bid, and I obey: - 
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And oh, my heart! thou murmur'ſt treaſon, 
Perturb*d and frighten'd thus, to move; 
This ſacrifice I make to reaſon, | 
Lie ſtill, poor"flutt'rer, and-approvel 
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IN HARVEST HOME. 


1 — 


'THovcH IT am humble, mean, and poor, 
Yet faith am I diſarning ; 
And one may ſee the fun ſhine ſure 
Without the help of learning. 


This little maxim, for my ſake, 
I pray you be believing, 

The trueſt pleaſures that we take 
Aro thoſe that we are giving. 


Is there-a wretch, with all his pelt, 
So poor as a rich miſer ? 

Sure does not he defraud himſelf? 

No maxim can be wiſer. 
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He who is bleſt for his own ſake, - 
© Fäaiit is himſelf deceiving; 
Ihe trueſt pleaſures that we take, 
Are thoſe that we are giving. 
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Tzvurr friend Gil thou chooſeſt well, 
* Taking a helpmate homely, 
For often times ſad tales they tell, 
Of wives who are too comely: 
But cheer thee Perez, and be gay, 
| From furniſhed brows exempted, 
= For how can ſhe e'er go aſtray 
_ Who never will be tempted ? 


11. 
1 


For thieves do never rob the poor, 
A pebble's not a jewel, 

Fruits do not bloſſom on a moor, 
Fire burns not without fuel: 
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Up with thy heart then Gil, be gay, 
From furniſhed brows exempted, 

Thy wife can never go aſtray, 
For ſhe will-ne'er be tempted. 
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An let not an inſtant of life paſs i in x vain, 
The moments eſcape us, and age brings on pain, 
Life's too precious, too fugitive joy, 
The flowers which yeſterday Zephyr diſcloſed, 
Droop'd their head on their ſtalks before Phoebus 
repos'd, 
Thus one ſingle day ſerves to form and defroy. 


11. 
Then think not of ought but the moment that flies, 
To learn to be happy's to learn to be wiſe, 
Seize pleaſure while pleaſure! s our own, * 
Fear nothing, thou' rt mine, tis allotted above, 


Chance but obeyed fate, and bleſt with thy lore, 
I envy no king on his throne. 


. 
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Tx1s life's a day's journey, we riſe in the morn, 

The ſun, trees, and flowers our proſpect adorn, 
When perhaps we have ſcarcely been ſet out an hour, 
But flap we're o'ertaken, and ſouſed in a ſhower : 


To ſhelter then quickly, and ſee now tis o'er, 
And in pretty good ſpirits we ſet out once more, 
Now up hill, now down, now even, and now 
We are cover'd with duſt, and now popp d in a flough. 
Thus we jog en till dinner, now wet and now dry, 
And now we've a low'ring, and now aclear ſky, 
- With the fire, the good landlord, the wine, and the 
er, : ; 
No refreſh'd we ſet forward to end our career: 
But the roads are uneven, we trip, are bemired, 
And jolted, and joſtled, and tumbled, and tired, 


Yet we keep a good heart, and our ſpirits are light, 
In hopes we ſhall meet with a good inn at night. 


— 


* 
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Foxctve me if thus I preſuming , 
Come hither your heart to ſurpriſe, , 
Smile, ſmile, and my hopes re - illumine: 
But my pardon I read in your eyes: 
No impoſtor the paſſion I on is, 
And heaven what delight could Þ ve;7 
As truly to you an Adonis, | . 


As you are a Venus to me. 
[ 


The gods who ſo often delighted - 
In borrowed forms, ſome fair nymph to purſue 


Might confeſs they were never excited 
By an object ſo charming as you. 


No impoſtor, cc. 
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BALLAD. 


—— ————— 


Our * has near his * 

Two veſſels which he fills, 
The one with benefits alone, 
The other erams with ills: 


From the good veſſel, health, content, 
Plenty and bliſs he gives, 

While from the evil forth are ſent 
Gout, ſtone, and ſcolding wives. 


11. 
Thus to mankind with heedful care, 
In juſt proportion weighed, 
The lot to each, each beſt can bear, 
By Jove's decree's conveyed : 
Unleſs his patience when to rub, 
uno the devil drives, 


Then headlong from the left hand tub, 
Go troops of ſcolding wives. 


Oft this complaint on me, like air, 
From men ſtill paſſed away, 
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Till that ſame type of Juno there 
Let looſe her tongue to day: 


To chequer not their lives 
With any other ſpot of woe, 11 VV 
Who're plagued with ſcolding wives. 
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CzL1a's an angel, by her face 
The roſe and lily's ſhamed, _ | 
The treſſes of love's queen, for grace, 
With her's can ne'er be named : 


The gods, cried one, that face with care 
Formed in their beſt of humours, 
What pity 'tis both face and hair 
Were bought at the perfumer's. 


11. 


Celia has ſworn to love till death; 
For words ſo full of bliſs, 
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I could have longed, but ſor her breath, 
To ſleal an ardent kiſs; - ; | 


Rapture abel in pear pad eb 
To joy that ſhe diſcovers, _ >< 
What pity ſhe the ſame has told e $1 
To fifty other lovers. | 


Celia is young, behold her mein, 
Alert from top to toe, 
My aunt ſays ſhe was juſt fifteen 
Some thirty years ago: 
Thus youth and beauty's beſt delights 5 
Sweet Celia are adorning, - 
For ſhe a Venus is at nights, 
A ſybilin * 3 | 
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Taz wind blew hard, the ſea ran high, 
The dingy ſcud drove croſs the ſky, 
All was ſafe laſhed, the bowl was flung, - 
Wen 


A failor's life's the life for me, = 2 
He takes his duty merrily, nf 2's 
If wiads eee = 
r 4 

And toaſts his girl, and d ink his flip. A 


| oY | 
Down topfails boys, the gale comes on, 
To ftrike top-gallant yards they run, 


And now to hand the fail prepared, | 
Ned cheerful ſings upon the yard: 


A failor's life, &c. 


* 
- * 
: 


A leak, a leak !—come lads be bold, 
There's five foot water in the hold, 
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Fager on deck ſee Haulyard jump, 
And hark while working at the pump: 


A failor's life, &c: 


And ſee1/ the veſſel nought can ſave,” 
She ſtrikes and finds a wat'ry grave! | 
Let Ned preſerved, with a few more, 
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| Sings as he treads a foreign ſhore : 
1 6 | n 
B 
i 


*| : On land as well as ſea—at laſt 
In tatters to his Poll and home 
See honeſt Haulyard ſinging come : 


A ſailors life, &c. 


& £ Pa 


Yet for poor Haulyard what diſgrace, 
Poll ſwears ſhe never ſaw his face ; 
He damns her for a faithleſs ſhe, 


And ſinging goes again to ſea : 
A failor's life, &c. 


# 
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1 pray when your ſweetheart pouts, 
And fleers, and flouts, 

And glours, and glouts, ; 
Ne'er mind the purſing of her prow, 

But pout again I pray you now, | 
Is it not true that females fex, 
Plague, and perplex 
The other ſex, 
With whimſies in their heads that grow, 
And fantiſies I pray you now ? 


11. | 
Rack poor men's powels, prains, and hearts, 
Do not their arts 

And whims, and ſtarts, 

Plue tiffles in their heads that crow, 
And jealouſies I pray you now ? 


Then mind not nonſenſe of the fair, 
But change your air, 
And ſhake off care; 

| D 
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Nor to their tricks and fancies pew, 
But let them ko I pray you now. 


* 
: I a — — — — —— — 
* 
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BALLAD. 


Tr, my hearty, you'd not like a lubber appear, 
You muſt very well know how to hand, reef, and ſteer, 
Yet a better manceuvre mongſt ſeamen is found, 
*Tis the tight little maxim to know how to ſound: 


Which a ſailor can tell from a bay to a ſhoal, 
But the beſt ſort of ſounding is ſounding the bowl: 


11. 


=  T've ſounded at land, and I've ſounded at ſea, 
E I've ſounded a- weather, and ſounded a- lee, 
I've ſounded my quine at the randivoo houſe, 
And I've ſounded my pouch without finding a ſouſe: 


| What then, we've a brother in each honeſt ſoul, 
And failors can ne'er want for ſounding the bowl. 


' 
111. 


All men try for ſoundings wherever they ſteer, 
' Your nabobs for ſoundings ſtrive hard in Cape Clear, 


* 
* * * 2 
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And there is not a ſpul, fromthe devil to the pope, 
That could live but for ſounding the Cape of Good 
No fear then nor danger our hearts ſhall controul, 933 


Though at ſea, n the 
1 


BAILAID. 

In which of all thy various Joys, 

| The tongue of fame that fo emptoys, 
, -  Didft thou beſt taſte—lay, mighty Jove, 
2 The pure, unmixed delights of love ? 

| Not with Europa: chere recourſe | 
Thou boldly had'ſt to brutal force; 

Her wiſhes took with thee no part, 
She gave her perſon, not her heart. 


Not with the beauteous Theban dame, | a 
When thou aſſumedeſt her huſband's name; | 
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For, though ingenious was the whim, 
She knew not thee, but thought of him. 
Not then when in a glitt'ring ſhower 
Thou viſit'ſt Danae in the tower; 
The gold prevailed tis true, and ſhe 
Yiclded to intereſt, not to thee. 


111. 
Nor Semele, whom to obey 
Thou cam'ſt in terrible array, 
She, proud one, yielded not to love, 
But to ambition, and to Jove: 


No, 'twas Mnenoſyne, ſweet fair, 


- - Thy joys indeed were perfect there; 


Joys hadft thou not, no bard had ſung, 
For thence the immortal ſiſters ſprung. 


; . 


BALLAD. 


Lixe a very gallant will I compliment all: 
I muſt leer at and ogle the pretty, | 

Tell the ſhort ones they're neat, and majeſtic the tall 
And call all the homely ones witty. : 


Thus agreeable ſalſehood ſtill paſſing for a. 
I ſhall tickle their vanity ſnugly, 


Talk of prudenee to age, and of pleaſure to youth, | 
And conſole with a fortune the ugly. 


To the pale I'll on delicate lilies begin, 
To the florid I'll hold forth on roſes, _ - 
Call ſquinting a leer, find a ſmile in a grin, 
And proportion where chins kiſs with noſes : 


Thus agreeable falſehood ſtill paſſing for truth, 
I'll their vanity tickle ſo ſnugly, ; 
That 1'll pleaſe tall and ſhort, * ageand 
youth, 
And reconcile even the ugly. 


—C * — W 
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Ir tars of their money are laviſh, 
I ay brother take this wipe from me, 
_ *Tis becauſe we're not muck-worms, nor laviſh, 
Like lubbers who ne'er go to ſea : | 


hs 


What's cunning, and ſuch quivication, 
And them fly manceuvres to we, 
To be roguiſh is no valuation 
To hearties who plough the ſalt ſea. 


As for cheating—light weights, and ſhort meaſures, 
And corruption, and bribery, d'ye ſee, 

— Theſe never embitter the pleaſures | 

Of good fellows who plough the fait fea. 


Vou've aſhore actions, writs, celleraries, 
And a regiment of counſel to fee, 

* ack knows not of ſuch like Vagaries— 
We never truſt lawyers at ſea. 
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£ 111. 
'Tis ſaid that with grog and our laſſes, 
Becauſe jolly ſailors are free, 
That money we ſquander like aſſes, 
Which like horſes we earn'd when at ſea : 


But let them ſay this, that, or tother, 
In one thing they're forced to agree, 
Honeſt hearts find a friend and a brother 
In each worthy that ploughs the ſalt ſea; 


— 


— ' Tßẽ̃ - — — 
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GLExE. 


WovuLD ye know where freedom dwells, 
Where jovial hearts caroufe and fing, | 
Haunt theſe grots, explore theſe cells, 1 
Here every ſubject is a king | 


Sprightly mirth inhabits here ; 
And joy that knows no liſtleſs pauſe ; 
For how ſhould we dull ſorrow fear | 

Who ſquare our lives by pleafure's laws ? 


32 DIBDIN'Ss SELECTED SONGS. 


What's fortune !—is it chance or worth ? 
Peaſant and prince their race muſt run— 
Nor is there that poor ſpot on earth 
But's cheriſhed by the genial ſun, 


BALLAD. 


IN THE ISLANDERS. 
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An infant defenceleſs, of ſuccour bereft, 
On this rude barren wild was I thrown, . 
My ſole ray of comfort I had not been leſt, 
To brood o'er my ſorrows alone: 


To ſee cataracts falling, and hear lions roar, 
Dr the awful loud war on the deep, 
Is the fate poor Flametta was born to deplore, 
Which ſhe oft would wiſh Kinder, and weep. 


11. 
To all this aſſemblage of horrors enured, 
What yet greater ills could one prove, 
Could one think for a heart which had ſo much en- 
; dured, | TL OE 
Fate ſhould ſtore up a torment like love. 
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Tris too much, I've decided, and who ſhall relate 
When her and her miſeries ſleep, _ 
The tale of Flametta, will ſure wiſh her fate, 


Poor wretch, had been kinder, and weep. 1 

. 5 | 8.2 
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DzvorTEd to Celia, and bleft in her arms, 

How I thrill'd with delight as I ran o'er her charms, _ 

When methought on each grace as T yu with ſur- 
priſe, 

For pre. -eminence pleaded her month and her eyes: 


Like eum this opened, and other replied, - : 
| Appealing to me as a judge to decide. 


11. 1 


Her mouth opening rweedy, Mins faid with a file, 
is I who the torments of lovers beguile ; 

_ © I can ſpeak, I can ſing, I can vent the fond ſigh, 

And vain may eyes promiſe, if I ſhould deny: 


© Then while rows Gf pearls vermeil lips ſweetly hide, 
on our different charms 'tuęre not hard to decide. 
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111. 
With igeffable ſweetneſs, while looking me through, 
Her eyes careleſs cried—* Why I can ſpeak too; | 
And in ſuch charming language, ſo made to eontroul, 
© That of ſenſible lovers it goes to the ſoul : | 


oY Mouths may fb, but while eyes to the heart are the 


© guide, | 
© Twere no difficult taſk on our charms to decide. 


VI. 


Tranſported with rapture, I cried with an oath 
Charming eyes, charming mouth, I'm in love with 
you both; 

© To expreſs your ſweet influence no language has 
« terms, 

> One makes me nnd which tether confirmed: 
© Your words and your looks are my joy and my pride, 
On your different claims then how can I decide? 


* 
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To a flight common wound it is ſome diminution, 
Diverting its throbbing, to ſmile at the ſmart, _ 
But where's the firm mind can boaſt ſuch reſolution, 
In the face to wear ſmiles when the wound's in the 

heart ? 


The wand'rings and errors of folly are : treaſon, 
And ſhould be condemned as diſloyal to love, 
But reverence is due to the errors of reaſon, 
Which, though they're a weakneſs, we're forced to 
approve. 


Then pray ceaſe to jeſt, were my griefs ſuperficial, 

Unconcerned, like yourſelf Sir, I merry might be, 
But ſuch cruel jeſts can but prove prejudicial, _ - 

And though paſtime to you, may be mortal to me. 
Yet let me not wrong you by any rude mention, 

Or word that the fairneſs of candour might blot, 
But gratefully juſt, may alone the intention 

In my memory be cheriſhed, the action forgot. 


— — 2 
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 Curs'd be the ſordid wretch of yore, 


Who from the bowels of the carth 


Firſt drew crude heaps of ſhining ore, 


Stamp'd the rude maſs, and gave it worth: 


| Ere yet diſtinctions and degrees 


In lovers' wiſhes bore a part, 
Truly to love was then to pleaſe, _ 
And heart was made the price of heart: 


11. 
Henceforth ye lovers nothing hope, 

Your fire is dead, your ardour cold? 
Love has no influence, power, or ſcope, ' 


But „ 
| Long may ye languiſh, long expect, 


Vos laviſh—wiſhes, dete employ, 
A brittle temple to erect, "$1, 
Which gold can in an hour deſtroy. 


* 


* 
r 


* 
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Whoſe are died with ile dere 
To baniſh ills that men create, 
And chaſe i imaginary cares. 


And firſt mey aſk in rank and power, 
A fate from every care exempt: 

Vain hope 1—ambition laſts its hour, 
Then dwindles into juſt contempt. | 


Next repinalion in a the field, 3 
| Renown, and to be great in ſtory :- — 
| Tall ſuch horrid honours yield, | 
No brother's blood ſhall buy my glory. 
A ſumptuous palace, gorgeous board, | 


A train of followers next they crave : 


Poor fools ! his gueſts retir d, the lord 
Is but a — ſlave. 


111. 
Next to their memories they d erect FEY 
A ſtatue, laſting fame to give = 


3 

1 = 
* 
— 
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I aſk but reaſon, and expect 
My little pleaſures while I live. 
Happy in honours, power, wealth, 
If you but grant my fond defire, 
, A. blameleſs heart, unſhaken health, | 
My friends, my bottle, and my lyre. 


BALLAD. 


SUCH love as holy hermits ber | 
The ſhrine where they put up their prayer, 
As love the feather'd race the air, 

Dr ſportive fiſh the ſea: 


Such as in breaſts of Seraphs ſpring, _ 
When on the expanſe of heaven they wing, 
To greet that power by whom they ſing, 


= 
4 


11. 


Such thankful love as warm muſt glow 
In thoſe who ſunk in night and ſnow, 
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As pleaſure youth, ded honda n gol 
Virtue the good, or ſame the bold, | 
As health the fick, or miſers gold, 

Such love I bear to thee. 


BALLAD; 
. Ly - 


= YEW aA. Ai i . 
— — — 


| Cons liften a while, twill do your heart good, 
While 1 ſing of Clorinda and bold Robin Hood: 
The damfel as handſome as handſome can be, 
Who has many a pound, and plenty of geer, 
Than whoſe father no lord ever kept better cheer. 


Who now goes to marry a mate of high blood, 
And all out of ſpight to this bold Robin Hood: 
Tadderer y tadderer tee, NY radderer, tandoree 


This Robin, as ſhall be related anon, 
With brave William Scarlet, and bold Little John, 
All outlaws, as daring as daring can be, 
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Makes this wide · ¶cirted foreſt betimes in the morn 

Reſound far and near with the bugle horn: 

When ſtraight out of fear all that live-near the wood 

Run and lock 1 from bold Robis Hood: 
Tadderer too, &. 1 | 


— 


* as 
> _ b neo. —— 
. 
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Ho this Robin full fiſty bold foreſters ſlew, 

How the pindar of Wakefield made one of his crew, 
As deſperate a crew as deſperate can be, 

How the butcher he trick'd, bid the bold tinker ſtand, 


Made the biſhop fay maſs, and fought Arther of dure 


Are wrote and ſet down in true language and good, | 
In the life and adventures of bold Robin Hood: 
; Tadderer yins.: &c. we 7 54 » 


iv. 

But the beſt joke of all is the comical tale, 
How he reſcued the ſweetheart of Allen a Dale, 
An action as daring as daring can be; 


It happened her parents would force her to church, 
With intention moo: Allen to leave in the lurch, 


| When twenty ſtout fellows all firm men and good, 
Ruſh'd in, and were headed by bold Robin Hood. 
Tadderer too, kee. | 


* 
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V. 


But to come to Clorinda, and finiſh my tale, 

The ſecond edition of Allen a Dale, 

With us he'd fain play, but too cunning are we, 
Him, John, and his Scarlet we all laugh to ſcorn, 
His merry men all and his bugle horn: 


Let him come then, he'll find us all ſtout men and good, 
Fit to drub all ſuch outlaws as bold — Hood. 
Tadderer too, Ne. 


BALLAD. 


Give round the word diſmount, diſmount, 

While echoed, by the ſprightly horn, | 
The toils and pleaſures we recount 

Of this ſweet health-inſpiring morn. 
'Twas glorious ſport, none cer did lag, 
Nor drew amiſs, nor made a ſtand, 
Eut all as firmly kept their pace, 
As had Acteon been the ſtag, 
And we had hunted by command 
Of the goddeſs of the chaſe. 


F 
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The hounds were out and ſnuffed the air, 

And ſcarce had reach'd th' appointed ſpot, 
But pleas'd they heard a layer, a layer, 
And preſently drew on the flot. 


. Twas glorious ſport, &c. 


111. 
And now o'er yonder plain he fleets, * 
- The deep-mouth'd hounds begin to bawl ; 
| And echo note for note repeats, 
While ſprightly horns reſound a call, 


Twas glorious ſport, &c. 


IV. 
And now the ſtag has loſt his pace, 
5 And while war- hauneh the huntſman cries, 
His boſom ſwells, tears wet his face, 
He pants, he ſtruggles, and he dies. 
*Twas glorious ſport, &, 


* * 
* — a th. 2 8 * 
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Wov LD you hear a ſad ſtory of woe, 
That tears from a ſtone might provoke, 
Tis concerning a tar you muſt know, 
As honeſt as e' er biſcuit broke: 
His name was Ben Block, of all men 
Ihe moſt true, the moſt kind, the moſt brave, 
But harſh treated by fortune, for Ben | 


In his prime found a watery grave. 


II, 


His place no one ever knew more 
His heart was all kindneſs and love; 

Though on duty an eagle he'd ſoar, 

His nature had moſt of the dove : 


He lov'd a fair maiden named Kate, 

His father to intereſt a ſlave, 
Sent him far from his love where hard fate 
Plunged him deep in a watery grave. 
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A curſe on all ſlanderous tongues, 
A falſe friend his mild nature abuſed, 
And ſweet Kate of the vileſt of wrongs, 
To poiſon Ben's pleaſure, accuſed ; 


That ſhe never had truly been kind, 
That falſe were the tokens ſhe gave, 
That ſhe ſcorn'd him, and wiſh'd he might find, 
In the ocean a watery grave; 


IV. 
Too ſure from this cankerous elf, 

The venom accompliſhed its end 
Ben, all truth and honour himſelf, 
Suſpected no fraud in his friend: 

On the yard, while ſuſpended in air, 
A looſe to his ſorrows he gave, F 
| Take thy wiſh, he cried, falſe cruel fair; 
= And plung'd in a watery grave: 


—_— 


— — 
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To aſk would you come for to go 
How a true - hearted tar you'd diſcern, 


He's as honeſt a fellow I'd have you to know 


As e'er ſtept between ſtem and ftern : 


Let furious winds the veſſel waft, | 
In his ftation amidſhips, or "a or aft, 
He can pull away, 

Caft off, belay, 

Aloft, alow, 

Avaſt, yo ho! 

And hand, reef, and ter, 

Know each halliard and j jeer, 

And of duty every rig; 

But his joy and delight 

Is, on Saturday night, 

A drop of the creature to ſwig. 


The firſt voyage I made to ſea, 

One day as I hove the lead, 
The main top gallant maſt went by the lee, 
For it blew off the devil's head; 
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Tumble up there, bear a hand, turn to, 
While I, the foremoſt of the crew, 
Soon could pull away, 
Caſt off, belay, 
Aloft, alow, 
Avaſt, yo ho! 
And hand, reef, and ſteer, 
Know each halliard and jeer, 
And of duty every rig; 
Put my joy and delight 
Was, on Saturday night, 
A drop of the creature to ſwig. 


111. 


There was Kit with a caſt in his eye, 
And Tom with the timber toe, 
And ſhambling Will, for he hobbled awry, 
All wounded a fighting the foe; 


Three lads though crazy grown and crank, 
As true as ever bumbo drank, g 
For they'd pull away, 
Caſt off, belay, _ 
Aloft, alow, 
Avaſt, yo hol 
And hand, reef, and ſteer, 
Know each halliard and jeer, 
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And of duty every rig; 

But their joy and delight 
Was, on Saturday night, 

A drop of the creature to ſwig. 


IV: 


Then over life's ocean I'll jog, 
Let the ftorm or the Spaniards come on, 
So but ſea eee, 
I fear neither devil nor don: 


For I'm the man that's ſpract and daft, 
In my ſtation amidſhips, or fore, or aft, 
I can pull away, 
Caſt off, belay, 
Aloft, alow, 
Avaſt, yo ho! 
And hand, reef, and ſteer, 
Know each halliard and jeer, 
And of duty every rig, 
But my joy and delight 
Is, on Saturday night, 
A drop of the creature to ſwig. 
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Exceer the folks that's ſaſt aſleep, 
All nature now is waking, 
Aurora at the world a peep 


Is in her nightcap taking : 


Hark all the tory rory boys, 
Making a devil of a noiſe, | 
To cure the headach of laſt night 
The paceable king's ſubjects fright, 
And helter ſkelter come apace _ 
To enjoy the pleaſures of the chaſe. 


2 | 11. 
oe How ſweet to be, as on we ruſh, 
By the pig-tail entangling, 
Amidſt a lovely torny buſh, _ 
Or on a tree left dangling ! 


Ah muſha gra than wine or love 
The joy of hunting's far above; 

Can either Cupid or the bowl 

Such pleaſures give? ah by my ſoul! 
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- Briars and torns may ſcratch your face, 
Still great's the pleaſure of the chaſe. 


Then when our mettle's at its pitch, 
- While tally-ho we're bawling, 
Safe landed in a muddy ditch 

To be genteelly ſprawling: 


Ah muſha gra than wine or love 
The joy of hunting's far above; 

Can either Cupid or the bowl 

Such pleaſure give? Ah by my ſoul 
Let muddy ditches waſh your face, 
Still great's the pleaſure of the chaſe. 


IV. 


Then dripping like a drowning rat, 
At night you would not think it, 
What glorious wine, if it were not 
We're too fatigued to drink it: 
Ah bodder not of love and war, 
The joy of hunting's greater ſar; 
Hark echo, in melodious tones, 
Hollas, and whiſtles, and ſings, and groans, 
G 
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While many a broken ſconce and face 
Proclaim the pleafures of the chaſe. 


r — — q —. 
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Wx bipeds, made up of frail clay, 
Alas are the children of ſorrow. | 
We all may be wretched to-morrow : 


, For ſunſhine's ſucceeded by rain, 
Then fearful of life's ſtormy weather, 
Left pleaſure ſhould only bring pain, 
Let us all be unhappy together. 


—— 


I grant the beſt bleſſing ne know 

Is a friend, for true ſrĩendſhip's a treaſure, 

And yet, leſt your friend prove a foe, 
Oh taſte not the dangerous pleaſure : 
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Thus friendſhip's a flimſy affair, 
Thus riches and health are a bubble, 
Thus there's nothing delightful but care, 
Nor any thing pleaſing but trouble. 


111. 


If a mortal would point out that life 

Which on earth could be neareſt to heaven, 
Let him, thanking his ſtars, chuſe a wife 

To whom truth and honour are given: | 


But honour and truth are ſo rare, : 

And horns, when they're cutting, ſo tingle, 
That, with all my reſpect to the fair, 

I'd adviſe him to ſigh and live ſingle, 


IV, 


It appears from theſe premiſes plain 
That wiſdom is nothing but folly, 

That pleafure's a term that means pain, 
And that joy 1s your true melancholy; _ 


That all thoſe who laugh ought to cry, 
That *tis fine friſk and fun to be grieving, _ 
And that ſince we muſt all of us die, 
We ſnould taſte no enjoyment while living: 


- 1 
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PaTzxick O'Row is my name, 
My calling's the trade of a boxer, 
I'm a devil of a fellow for fame, 
Why I'm bottom like any game cock fir ; 


Oh I tips 'em ſo tight 
p Left and right, c | 
And to blind *em ſo well I knows how ; © 
To the ſpine of the back I am blood, 
Ah honey twould do your heart good 
To be lathered by Patrick O'Row. ; 


11. 
I preſently knocks down my men, 
Your ſervant, ſays I, pray call again, 
Then I cloſe up their peepers, and then 
I wiſh you good night Mr. Galaghan : 
Were alive Maſter Slack, | 
I'd lay him as flat as he's now; 
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Tis my waſtüng, my lodging, and food, 
Ah honey *twould do your heart good 
To be lathered by Patrick O'Row: 


There's Johnſon, and George, and Big Pen, 
Three bruiſers that well can rally you, 

Though they thumped the three Birmingham men, 
Says I, my lads little I value you: | 

Mendoza and Ward 

Can ſtrike hard, 6 

And to ſtop and put in well know how ; 

Nay they're every taef of em blood, 

Yet honey twould do them all good 

To be lathered by Patrick O'Row. 


IV: 


Wid a handful of fellows like theſe 
Britania what glory I'd bring her to ; 
Let the Spaniards come on when they pleaſe, 
Devil bura me we'd teach them a ting or two: 
Wid a phalanx of fiſts | 
In our liſts, 
So nately we'd bodder their giow; 
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We'd preſently try if they're blood, 
Ah honey *twould do their pride good 
To be lathered by Patrick O'Row. 


3 


Come all ye tight lads who would earn 
True fame, in a poſſee gather ye, 

How your country you'd ſerve would ye ln 
Juſt only come here till I lather you: 


Oh I'll make you ſo tight 

Left and right, 

And each knock-me-down argument know ; 
Come here then, and try if you're blood, 
Devil burn me *twill do your hearts good 
Io be lathered by Patrick O'Row. 
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Abit, adieu, my only life, 
My honour calls me from thee, 
Remember thou' rt a ſoldier's wife, 

Thoſe tears but ill become thee: 


What though by duty I am called, 

Where thund'”ring cannons rattle, 
Where valour's ſelf might ſiand appalled, 
When on the wings of thy dear love 2 
To heaven above ts 
Thy fervent oriſons are flown, 
The tender prayer 
Thou put'ſt up there 
Shall call a guardian angel down, _ | 
To watch me in the battle. — 


My ſafety thy fair truth ſhall be, ' 
As ſvord and buckler ſerving, 
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My life ſhall be more dear to me, 
Becauſe of thy preſerving : 


Let peril come, let horror threat, 
Let thundering cannons rattle, 
I'll fearleſs ſeek the conflict's heat, 
8 Aſſured when on the wings of love 
os To heaven above, &c. 


111. 


Enough, with that benignant ſmile 
Some kindred God inſpired thee, 
Who knew thy boſom void of guile, 
Who wondered and admired thee : 


1 go, aſſured, my life adieu, 
Though thundering cannons rattle, 
Though murdering carnage ſtalk in view, 
When on the wings of thy true love 
To heaven above, &c. 


"Ws _— 


— 
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l be one of they ſailors who thinks tis no lie 

That for every wheretore of life there's a why, _ 
That be fortune's ſtrange weather, a calm or a ſquall, 
Our births good or bad are ckalked out for us all; 


That the ſtays and the braces of life will be found 

To be ſome of em rotten and ſome of em ſound, 5 
That the good we ſhould cheriſh, the bad never ſeek, 
For death will too ſoon bring each anchor a- peak. 


"rf 


When aſtride on the yard, the top-lifts they let go, 
And I com'd, like a ſhot, plump among em below, 
Why I cotch'd at a halliard, and jump'd upon deck, 
And fo broke my fall, to ſave breaking my neck : 1 


Juſt like your philoſophers, for all their jaw, 

Who, leſs than a rope, gladly catch at a ſtraw; 
Thus the good we ſhould cheriſh, the bad never ſeek, 
For death will too ſoon bring each anchor a- peak. 
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Why now that there cruiſe that we made off the banks, 
Where I pepper'd the foe, and got ſhot for my thanks, 
What then ſhe ſoon ſtruck, and though crippled on 

| ' | 

And laid up to refit, I had ſhiners galore: 

At length live and looking, 1 tried the falſe main, 

And to get more prize money, got ſhot at again: 

Thus the good we ſhould cheriſh, the bad never ſeek, 
For death will too ſoon bring each anchor a- peak: 


IV, | 


Then juſt as it comes, take the bad with the good, 
One man's ſpoon's made of ſilver, another's of wood, 
What's poiſon for one man's another man's balm, 
Some are ſafe in a ſtorm, and ſome loſt in a calm, 


Some are rolling in riches, ſome not worth a ſouſe, 

To- day we eat beef, and to-morrow lohs-ſcouſe ; 
Thus the good we ſhould cheriſh, the bad never ſeek, 
For death will ioo ſoon bring each anchor apeak. 


* * — 
4 * * r * 


— 


DIBDIN'S SELECTED SONGS. 


BALLAD. . 


IN THE WAGS. 


Tu ſun's deſcending in the wave, 
I go, I go, my fate to brave: 
Ghoſts of dead menen 
Shriek as ye came 
Cold from the tomb, 
And fee if Moniaco knows to fear. 


Oh ſun my ſire 

Lend me all thy noble fire: 

Ittia Moniaco to thy tomb, 

Oh Atabalipa ſoon ſhall come ; 

Cover me with ſcars, 
Nought can controul 

The dauntleſs ſoul, 

That ſhall live among its kindred * 


What is't to die? to leave this clay, 
And breathe in everlaſting day, 


9 


* 
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For robes celeſtial ſhake of duſt, 
Among the bleſt 
From care to reſt, 

And emulate the virtues of the juſt : 


Then ſun, my fire, 
Lend me all thy noble fire, 
Ila Moniaco, &c. 


Adieu ye friends, vain world adieu, 
Bliſs is for me, but woe for you; 
While I, new born, ſhall go to find 
The upper heaven, | 
You ſhall be driven, 
Like ſcattered chaff, before falfe fortune's wind, 


Now ſun, my fire, 
I feel, I feel thy noble fire! 


Ilka Moniaco, &c. 
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I was the pride of all the Thames, 
My name was natty Jerry, 

The beſt of ſmarts and flaſhy Games - 
I've carried in my wherry : 


For then no mortal ſoul like me 
So merrily did jog it, 

I lov'd my wife and friend, d'ye ſee, 
And won the prize of Dogget : 


In coat and badge, ſo neat and ſpruce, 
I row'd all blithe and merry, 

And every waterman did uſe 
To call me happy Jerry: 


But times ſoon changed, I went to ſea, 
My wife and friend betrayed me, 

And in my abſence treacherouſly _, 
Some pretty frolics played me: 


62 


'Your kind ald friends the watermen 
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Return'd, I uſed them like a man, 
But ſtill *twas ſo provoking, 

I could not joy my very can, 
Nor even fancy ſmoaking : 


In tarniſh'd badge, and coat ſo queer, 
No longer blithe and merry, 


Old friends now paſſed me with a ſneer, 


And called me diſmal Jerry. 


A 
111. 


At ſea, as with a dangerous wound 
I lay under the ſurgeons, 


Two friends each help 1 wanted found 


In every emergence : 


Soon after my ſweet friend and wife 
Into this meſs had brought me, 


| Theſe two Kind friends who ſav'd my life 


In my misfortunes ſought me. 


We're come, cried they, that once again 
In coat and badge ſo merry, 


May hail you happy Jerry. 


*#- . 
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I'm Peggy, once your ſouPs deſire, 
To whom you prov'd a rover, 

Who ſince that time in man's attire 
Have ſought you the world over, 


And I, cried t' other, am that Jack 
When boys you uſed ſo badly, 

Though now the beſt friend to your back, 
Then prithee look not ſadly; 


Few words are beſt, I ſeiz d their hands, . 
My grateful heart grew merry, | 
And now in love and friendſmp's bands- 
I'm ence more happy Jerry. 


BALLAD. 
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Bol Jack the ſailor, here I come; 

Pray how d'ye like my nib, 

My trowſers wide, my trampers rum, 
My nab, and flowing jib ; 
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I fails the ſeas from end to end, 

And leads a joyous life, ; 
In every meſs I finds a friend, 

In every port a wife. 


517765 . 
I've heard them talk of conſtancy, - 
Of grief, and ſuch like fun, 
I've conſlant been to ten, cried I, 
But never grieved for one: 


Ac — — — 5, 89 * 3 WW 4% 
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The flowing ſails we tars unbend, 
To lead a jovial life, | 
In every e's to find a friend, 
In everv.port a wife. 


N 
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111 


I've a ſpanking wife at Portſtnauth gates, 
A pigmy at Goree, 
An orange tau ny up the ſtraits, 
A black at St. Lucie: 


Thus u hatſomedever courſe I bend, 
I leads a jovial life, 


1 In every meſs I find a friend, 
|| \ Des In every pert a vie, 


* 
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IV: 


Will Gaft by Death was ta'en aback, 
I came to bring the news, 

Poll wimper'd ſore, but what did Jack ? 
Why, ſtood m William's ſhces : 


She cut, I chaſed, but in the end 
She loved me as her life, 

And ſo ſhe got an honeſt friend 
And Ja loving wife. 


v. 
Thus be we ſailors all the go, 


On fortune's ſea we rub, 3 
We works, and loves, and fights the foe, 
And drinks the generous bub: 


Storms that the maſt to ſplinters rend, 


Can't ſhake our jovial life, 92 


In every meſs we finds a friend, 
In every port a wife. 
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- BALLAD. - 
IN THE WAGS. 
prom_— , 


Lzr bucks and let blcods to praiſe London agree, 
Oh the joys cf the country my jewel for me; | 
Where fweet is the flower that the May- buſh adorns, 
And how charming to gather it but for the thorns: 


Where we walk o'er the mountains, with health cur 
cheeks glowing, 

As warm as a toaſt honey when it ent ſnowing, 

Where nature to ſmile when the joyful inclines, 

And the fun charms us all the yearround whenit ſhines: 


Oh the mountains, and vallies, and buſhes, 
'FThe'pigs, and the fcreech-owls, and thruſhes, 
Let bloods and let bucks to praiſe London agree, 
Oh the joys of the country my jewel for me! 


11. 


— 
— — 


There twelve hours on a ſtretch we in angling delight, 
As patient as Jobs, though we get ne'er a bite, 
There we pop at the wild ducks, and frighten the croxs, 
While fo lovely the icicles hang to our cloaths; 
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There wid. aunts, and wid couſins, and grandmothers 
lng = 5 

We're caught in the rain as we're all out a walking, 

While the muſlins and gauzes cling round each fair ſhe, 

That they look all like Venuſes ſprung from the ſea. 


Oh the mountains, &c: 


Then how ſweet in che dog days to take the freſh air, | 

Where, to ſave you e the duſt powders your 
hair: 2 2 

Thus pleaſures, like ſnow- balls, en as they roll, 

And tire you to death — not forgetting the bowl; 


Where in mirth and god fellowſhip always delighting, 
We agree, that is when we're not Ig and fight- 


ing, 
Den wid toaſts and pint Le we bodder the head, 


Juſt to ſee who moſt gracefully ſtaggers to bed. 
Oh the mountains, &c. 
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| BALLAD. 


IN THE WAGS: 


Haz the din of diſtant war, 
How noble is the clangor, 


Pale death aſcend his ebon car, 


Clad in terrific anger : 
A doubtful fate the ſoldier tries 
| Who joins the gallant quarrel : 
Perhaps on the cold ground he lies, 
No wife no friend to cloſe his eyes, 
Though nobly mourn'd,. 


Perhaps, return'd, 


He's crown'd with victory's laure!. 


11. 

How many who, diſdaining fear, 
Ruſh on the deſperate duty, 
Shall claim the tribute of the tear 

That d:ms the eye of beauty ? 


A doubtful fate, &c. 
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What nobler fate can fortune give? 
Renown ſhall tell our ftory 

If we ſhould fall, but-if we live, 
We live our country's glory. 


"Tis true a doubtful fate, xc. 


Fe eee TT TIED TT Tr err — . 


BALLAD. bis 
Id THE WAGS: 


— 5 


lr the beauty of truth unadorn'd is ſeen beſt, 
The man that is drunk of fair truth is the teſt ;- 
For liquor man's-natural temper aſſumes, : 
While every thing artful flies off with the fumesz 


The vizor of life is pull'd off by the bowl, 
And the face cf a drunkard exhibits his ſoul : 
Then beware all who are in raſcality ſunk, 
You'll all be detected if once you get drui.k. | 
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11. 


If contempt of all danger true courage e er gave, 
The man that is drunk as a lion is brave; 

For, like any Cæſar he'll riot and ſtorm, 

And talk of great feats he's too weak to perform; 


He'll utter big oaths, know not what to be at, 
Thump his head with his fiſt, but there's nothing in that: 
Then beware braggadociaes, in cow.rdice ſunk— 
You'll all be detected if once you get drunk. 


111 
If ſtrong ipſe dixit true w ſ om implies, 
The man that is drunk is like Solomon w ſe; 
For of cocks and of bulls he'll tell many a tale, 
And ſwear to the truth of 'em rather than fail. 


He'll reconcile oppoſites, prove falſe is true, 
Vouch he does no! know what of he does not know who; 
Then beware all ye varlets.in falſity ſunk, 
You'll all be detected if once you get drunk. 


— 


Come on, let us drink then, right conſcious the bowl 
In each roſy cheek thcugh it light up tlie ſoul, 
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Can nothing of worldly deformity ſhew, 
Ncr prove that we ought but with honeſty glow/ 


'Tis the ordeal of truth, and of gen'rous delight, 
Which, to keep us all honeft we'll try every night, 
Proving ſtill by our acts in no meanneſs we're ſunk, 
But true honeft friends wh-ther ſober or drunk. 


— — 


% 


IN THE WAGS3S., 


- 


——_—__ 


Tax wind was huſh'd, the ſtorm was over, 
Unfurl'd was every flowing fail, 

From toil releaſ-d, when Dick of Dover 
Went with his meſsmates to regale ; 


All danger's o'er, cried he, my neat hearts, 
Drown care then in the ſmiling can, 
Come bear a hand, let's toaſt our ſweethearts, 
And firſt I'll give my buxom Nan. 


11. 

| — 

She's none of thoſe that's a ways gigging 
And ftem and ſtern made up of art; 
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One knows a veſſel by her rigging, 
Such ever flight a conſtant heart : 


With ftraw hat and pink ſtreamers flowing, 
How oft to meet me has the ran: 
While for dear life would I be rowing, 
To meet with ſmiles my buxom Nan. 


111. 


Jack Jollyboat went to the Indies, 

To ſee him ſtare when he came back, 
The girls were ſo all off the hinges, 

His Poll was quite unknown to Jack: 


Tant maſted all, to ſee who's talleſt, 
Breaſt works, top gant-ſails, and a fan; 
Meſsmate, cr.ed I, more fail than ballaſt, 
Ah ftill give me my buxom Nan. 


: IV. 


None on life's ſea can fail more quicker, 
To ſhew her love, or ſerve a ſriend, 

But hold, I'm preach'ng o'er my liquor, 
This one word then, and there's an end ; 


of all the wenches whatſomedever, 
I fay, th-n find me out who can 
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one half ſo tight, ſo kind, ſo clever, 
Sweet, tr.m, and neat as buxom Nan. 


6 2 


BALLAD. 


IN THE WAGS. 


LovgLY woman, pride of nature, 
Good, and ſweet, and kind, and fair, 
Than man a higher ſtile of creature, 
Pet fect as celeſtals are: 
See Myra come, like ſtately Juno, 
Ever fair and ever young, 
Completely like, as I and you know, 
For Myra, like Juno, has a tongue. 


* 


Young Celia's charms that beam ſo ſweetly, 
To paint ah what can words avail, 

She's Venus ſelf, and ſo completely, 
That Celia is, like Venus, frail. 
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To woo the Charming Gloriana, 
Audacity would ſtand afraid; 

She chaſte and icy as Diana, 

And, like Diana, an old maid. 


111. 


Thus women boaſt a near relation, 


*Tis plain to the celeſtial race, 
Thus we of their divine creation 
A family reſemblance trace: 
If then ſome faults of this complexion 
Ruſt this ſame model of perfection, 
The ſtars, not women, are to blame. 


as * 
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BALLAD. 


IN THE WAGS. 
—_— —— 


Two real tars, whom duty called 
To watch in the foretop, 

Thus one another overhaul'd, 
And took a cheering drop : 


I fay Will Hatchway, cried Tom Tow, 
Of conduct what's your ſort, 


As through the voyage of life you go, 
To bring you ſafe to port? 


* 


Cried Jack, you lubber don't you know? 
To ſteer where honour points the prow, 
| To hand a friend relief: y 


Theſe anchors get but in your power, 
My life for't that's your fort ; 


The bower, the ſheet, and the beſt bower 
Shall bring you up in port. 


* 
P ⏑ . EG... 
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111. 


Why then you're out, and there's an end, 


Tom cried out blunt and rough, 
Be good, be honeſt, ſerve a friend, 
Be maxims well enough; 


Who ſwabs his bows at other's woe, 
That tar's for me your ſort, 
His veſſel right a head ſhall go 
To find a joyful port. 
iv. 
Let ftorms of life upon me preſs, | 
Misfortunes make me reel, | 


Why, dam'me what's my own diftreſs ?- 
For others let me feel: 


Ay, ay, if bound with a freſh gale 
To heaven, this is your ſort, 

A handkerchief 's the beſt wet fail 
To bring you ſafe to port. 


„ — 


K — 
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BALLAD? 


IN THE WAGS. 


I's daſhing Dick the duſtman, 
None my calling can degrade, 
For I am not the firſt man 
Who has driv*n a dirty trade: 


Duſt ho! duſt hol I rings my bell and cries, 

My tricks, if you would find 'em, 
Pretty early you muſt riſe, 

For watch me ſtill 

Howe“ er you will © 
I bears off many a prize, 
And when I wants to blind em 
I throws duſt in their eyes. 


Why what's your man of honour ? 
And what's your madam fame? 
A jilt when he has won her 
That proves a dirty name: 


Victory victory! each draws his ſword and cries, 


1a the midſt of laughter find him, 


* 
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See where the ſavage flies, 
He ſpares no life, 
Where'er he finds a prize, 
Till death at laſt, to blind him, 
Throws duſt in his eyes. 


9 
111. 


The lawyer, the phyſician, 


And cen the learn'd divine, 
Each drives, in his condition, 
As black a trade as mine : 


Fees ho! fees ho! each draws his purſe and cries, 
The wretched patient dies, | 
All prayers fail, 
While in a jail 
The ruin'd client lies, 
Unleſs you throw to blind em 
Gold duſt in their eyes. 


IV. 


_— — 


And ſo d'ye ſee men buſtle 
To ſee who's d'rty firſt, 

And one another huſtle, 
And all to raiſe the duſt : 
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Duſt ho! duſt ho! each draws his purſe and cries, 
And he old Nick behind him 
Will take, to mount up tries, 
All ſcrambling go, 

Both friend and foe, 
| To bear away ſome prize, 

And each throws duft to blind him 
Plump in hs neighbour's eyes. 


6—— — 


1 


BALLAD. 


IN THE WAGS:; 


S 


Ir bold and brave thou can'f not bear 
Thyſelf from all thou lov'ſt to tear, 

3 while winds war, and billows roll, 
A ſpark of fear invade thy ſoul, F 
If thou'rt appall'd when cannons roar, : 
I prithee meſſmate ſtay aſhore, 3 


There, like a lubber, 
Whine and blubber, 
Still for thy eaſe and ſafety buſ, 
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Nor dare to come 

Where honeft Tom, 

And Ned, and Nick, 

And Ben, and Phil, 

And Jack, and Dick, 

And Bob, and Bill, 

All weathers ſing, and drink the ſwizzy. 


11. 


If, ſhould'ſt thou loſe a limb in fight, 
She who made up thy heart's delight, 

Poor recompence that thou art kind, 

Shall prove inconſtant as the wind, 

If ſuch hard fortune thou ſt deplore, 

I prithee meſſmate ftay aſhore : 


There like alubber, &c. 


7 111 
If pris'ner in a fore: gn land, 
No friend, no money at command, 
That man thou truſted hadſt a one 
All knowledge of thee ſhould diſown; 


If this ſhould vex thee to the core, 
I pr:thee meſſmate ſtay aſhore. 


There like a lubber, &c. 


2» — 
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BALLAD. 


IN THE wass. 


Wu don't you know me by my ſcars? 
I'm ſo'der Dick come from the wars; 
Where many a head without a hat 
Crowds honour's bed—but what of that ? 


Beat drums, play fifes, tis glory calls, 
What argufies who ſtands or falls 
Lord what ſhould one be forry for? | 
Life's but the fortune of the war: do 
Then rich or poor, or well or ſick, 
Still laugh and ſing ſhall ſoldier Dick. 


II, 


* I uſed'to look two ways at once, 

A bullet hit me on the ſconce, 

And dowſh'd my eye d' ye think I'd w.nce ? 
Why lord I've never ſqu i nted ſince. 


Beat drums, &c. 
a L 


. — 
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111. 


Some diſtant keep from war's alarms, 
For fear of wooden legs and arms, 
While others die ſafe in their beds 

Who all their lives had wooden heads. 


IV. 


Thus gout or feyer, ſword or ſhot, 
Or ſomething ſends us all to pot: 
That we're to die then do not grieve, 
But let's be merry while we live. 


Beat drums, &c. 
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BALLAD. 


IN THE wass: 


Avzxr yon omen, gracious heaven, 
The ugly cud, _ 

By riſing winds refiftleſs driven, 
Kiſſes the flood. 
That they ſhould roam 

For years, to periſh thus at laſt 
In fight of home! | 


For if the coming gale we mourn, 
A tempeſt grows, 4 
Our veſſel's ſhatter'd ſo, and torn, 
That down ſhe goes! 


The tempeſt comes, while meteors red 
Portentous fl.; 

An! now we touch old ocean's bed, 
Now reach the {k; ! 


us 
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On ſable wings, in gloomy flight, 
Fiends ſeem to wait, 

To ſnatch us in this dreadful night, 
Dark as our fate: 


Unleſs ſome kind, . pow'r 
Should interpoſe, 

She labours ſo, within this hour 

Down ſhe goes. 


111. 


But ſee, on roſy pinions borne, 
O'er the mad deep, 

Reluctant beams the ſorr wing morny. 
With us to weep: : | 


| Dece'tful ſorrow, cheerleſs light, 


Dreadful to think, 
The morn is ris'n, in endleſs night 
Our hopes to fink! 


She ſplits ! ſhe parts! through ſſu: ces dr. ven 


The water flows; 


Adieu ye friends, have mercy heaven! 


For down ſhe goes 
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in THE WAGS- 


LY 


Good people attend to my lay, 
I ſing of a late inun dation, 

That had like to have carried away 
All the wigs and long robes in the nation: - 


While thinking of no harm at all, 
But a few wretched people's undoing, 


Threatening all law and juſtice with ruin. 


Of the fright, univerſal it ſpread, 
Conception can ne er form a notion, 

Wigs briſtled upright on each head, 
And counſellors ſtood w. thout mo ĩon: 


The tide that for no man will ſtay, 
While the clamour grew louder and louder, 


Father Thames enter'd Weſtminſter hall, 


But let not their terrors theſe lawyers confound, 
The old proverb decrees they can never be drown'd... _ 


34 
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From every tie-wig waſh'd away 
Common ſenſe, with the curls and the powder, 


But why thus ſhould water theſe lawyers confound, 
When the proverb decrees they can never be drown'\|? 


111 
Cries one they re found out in their tricks, 
No wonder they put ſuck deſpair on, 


They fancy the Thames is the Styx, 
e, de eee 


3 nought avails twiſting 0 turning, 
And where they'll, in this caſe, be taught 
That drowning's an alias for burning. 


Yet at no rate ſhould water theſe lawyers confound, 
They may burn to be ſure, but they cannot be drown'd, 


IV. 
And now by the current preſs' d hard, 
Each ſcramb'es to enter ſome boat in, 
While ſ-a'ter'd all o'er palace-yard, 
Wigs, briefs, and long robes are ſeen floating; 


In this chaos of juſtice, th eves, clerks, 
Jews, counſel the boats are all tr mm ng, 
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While a ſailor cries dam' me theſe ſharks 
Are your fineſt of fiſhes for ſwimming. 


Then why ſhould their terrors theſe lawyers confound, 5 
When, whatever awaits them, they cannot be drown'd? 


v. 
At length ſafe arrived from the ſtorm, 
Without fate or fortune once thanking, 


They ſwore that the city, next term, 
They'd indite for the Thames not embanking; 


That the wind that blew nobody good- "Ko 
Was an ill one—thus parted theſe brothers, 8 

And themſelves ſcarce eſcaped from the flood, / ; 
Weat home to brew miſchief for others, I 


And furniſh a laugh for the public all round, 
That they ſhould fear water who cannot be drown'ds 


* 


— 
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RONDEAU. 


IN THE WAGS. 


Ox Negro, wi my banjer, 
Me from Jenny come, 
Wid cunning yiei 
Me ſavez ſpy | 
De buckra world one hum, 
As troo a ftreet a ſtranger 
Me my banjer ſtrum. 
My miſly for one black dog about the houſe me kick, 
Him ſay my naſſy tawny face enough to make him ſick; 
| But when my maſſa he go out, ſhe then no longer rail, 
For firſt me let the captain in, and then me tell no tale: 
So aunt Quaſhy ſay, 
Do tabby, brown, or black, or wh'te, - 
You ſee um in one night, 
Every ſort of cat be gray. 


One Negro, &c. 


To fetch a lilly money back, you go to law they call, 
] be court and all the te-wig ſoon ftrip you ſhirt and all, 
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The court er call him friend hm fo, 
And fifty ſtory tell, 

To- day ſay yes, to-morrow no, 

And lie like any hell : 

And fo though Negro black for true, 

He black in buckra country tos. | 


One Negro, ec 


BALLAD. 


IN THE ODDITIES. 


'Banps call themſelves a heav'nly race, 
Topers find heaven in wine, 
We truly boaſt, who love the en, 
An origin divine. 


The deities all hunters are: 
Great Jove, who ſpends his life 
In hunting of the willing fair, 5 
Is hunted by his wife. | | 0 
Then come and wake the drowſy morn, 
While the ſwift game we follow; 
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Shall join the hunter es hal 
: IT. 


Gay Bacchus, on his tun, chat hack, 
Toaſts for view hollows gives, 


While Mercury, with his Bo- ſtreet pack, 


Scours heav'n to hunt for thieves ; 


Bold Mars, a blood hound, hunts for fame, 


Nor, till its lateſt breath, 
Will he e'er leave che panting game, 


Then come, &c. 


Diana in her facred grove 
Saw-raſh Acteon near, 

And though the ſeemed to ſcorn his love, 
She took him for her deer: 

Yet vex'd to think this hint ſo ſly 
On the fool ſhe could not paſs, 

From his own hounds ſhe made him fly, 
And kill'd him for an aſz. 


Then come, &c. 


IV. 


Great Juno, wretched reſtleſs fair, 1 
Still in full cry is hunting care, 
And ſtill on a wrong ſcent ; 
Indeed the fair oft mount their nag. 
By the hunting mania ſtruck, a 
And if Acteon was a ſtag, 
| Poor Vulcan was a buck. 


RONDEAT. wy — 9 


IN THE WAGS. 


Wurz whim, od glee, and jeſt, and fog, 

Diſplay their charming treafure, 

M ngling in gay laughter 8 throng, 1 
Come to die camp of pleafute. „ 3 


All human beings have their cares, 
Life's made of jo; and ſorrow ; 
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To balance life then our affairs 


Youth's joy's ſeaſon, ſo is age, 
Each temper, ſex, complexion, 

In mirth may harmleflly engage, 
As well as in reflexion. 


You who proudly roll in wealth, 
' You whoſe means are ſlender, 
You whoſe lungs proclaim your health, 


You who wear grave wiſdom's wigs, 
You who deal in folly, 
You who are melancholy:— 


While whim, &. 


But doff d che fage, and to h'mſelf 
Took pleaſure in a corner ? 


In ſhort who ſets up to deſpiſe 
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I will not rudely ſay he lics, 
But ſurely he's miſtaken. 


While hi : &c, 


BALLAD. 


m THE Was. 


——— 


dix cx by cutting of trotes all our glories encreafe, 
Of war let us fing, becaſe why it brings peace: 
Of hacking and hewing, in front and in rear, 
Of ſome kilt by the fword, and ſome dying through fear. 


Death alive! what ſweet ſlaught ring, and cutting, and ſcars: 
Is it honour you'd ſeek, won't you go to the wars? 
Where death his long ſcythe bathes in gore to the hilt, 
And whips heads from ſhoulders ſo clever, | 
And where ſhould you have the good luck to be E lt, = 
By my ſoul you'll be living for ever! 


* 
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| IT. 
The army's drawn out, the confuſion's begun, 
While our arms ſhine ſo bright that they dazzle the ſun, 
Oh the glorious fight ! but the beſt of the joke, 
The devil a ſoul are we ſeeing but ſmoak. 
Death alive, &c. 


111. 


Like a Will o' th* Wiſp, while our boſoms it fires, 
See glory lead on over buſhes and briars; 
Paſs begone, an 
Now tis here, and now there, and now no where at all. 


Death Alive l Gr. 


Rs 


Iv. 

That war is delightful! then who can deny, 

To be living for ever, ah who whouid not de? 
Your fame's up from the moment it. puts you to bed, 
And you gro a great man by the loſs of your head ! 


Death Alive! Ec. 
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SONG. 


IN THE WAGS. 


To be ſure 

Tm not a connoiſeur, 
Arrah will you now be eaſy : 

I don't the op'ra know at all, 
From Mingotti to Marcheſi! 


Wid dere con amore, 
Dere i] mio cuore, 
Dere amoroſa, 

Dere tormentoſa, 
Dere occhietti, 

$i Furbetti, 

Dere amante 
Conftante, 

The padre, 

The madre, 

The bella, 

Sorella, 

The moglie, the figlio, 
Et tutt* i] famiglio ; 


The ſoft John Bull to take by the cars, 
To whom this Babel proves the muſic of the ſpheres z 
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And as they ſigh, 

And pant, and die, 

He joins the roar, 

And cries out bravo and encore: 


There was ſilver Lovatini, 
And graceful Zamparini, 
That bawling taef Merigi, 
Who turn'd monkey to oblige ye; 
The mellow Scotti, 
The tender Pachierotti, 
Manzoli, -Guarducci, 
Peretti, Tenducci, 
And then, O cara, 


The wonderful and ſurpriſing Madam Marz 
Who pretty well have ſack' d the pence, 
And fold the Englitch ſound for ſenſe. 


To be ſure 

I'm not a connoiſeur, 
Abell recur tric; 

I don't the op'ra know at all, 


And then I have not heard them ſquall, 


From Mingotti to Marcheſi i 
With dere con am re, 
Dere il mio cuore, 

Dere amoroſa, 

Dere tormentoſa, 
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Dere occlett', 
Si furbetti, 
Dere amante, 
Conſtante, 
The padre, 
The madre, 
The bella, 
Sorella, 
The moglie, the figlio, 
Et tutt* il famiglio. 
The ſoft John Bull to take by the ears, 
To whom this Babel proves the muſic of the ſpheres! 
And as they go on with their dolce amare, 
Their dolce cantare, | 
Viva l' amore! N 
Tbeir trombetti ſonate 
Canoni ſparate, 
Lara lara la, 
Boo, boo, boo, | 
Aftoniſh'd John cries out bravo! encore 
And ſwears all Engliſh muſic's a vile bore, 


—._ 


— 
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TRE tar's a jolly tar that can hand, reef, and ſteer, 
That can nimbly caſt off and belay, 

Who in darkeſt of nights finds each halliard and jeer, 
And dead reck*ning knows well and lee way 


But the tar to pleaſe me 
More jolly muſt be, 
He muſt laugh at the waves as they roar; 
He muſt rattle, . 
And in battle 
Brave danger and dying, 
Though bullets are flying, 
And fifty things more: _ 
Singing, quafting, 
Take it cherrily, * 
And merrily, 
And all for the ſake of his girl aſhore. 


II. 
The tar's a jolly tar who his rhino will ſpend, 
Who up for a meſſmate will bring, 
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For we ſailors all think he that's true to his friend 
Will never be falſe to his king : 
But the tar to pleaſe me 
More jolly muſt be, 
He muſt venture for money galore ; 
: Acting duly, | | 
Kind, and truly, 
And nobly inherit 
A generous ſpirit, 
A prudent one more 
Singing, laughing, 
Dancing, quaffing, 
Take it cherrily, 
And merrily, * 
And fave up his caſh for his girl aſhore, 
111. 
The tar's a jolly tar who loves a beauty bright, 
And at ſea often thinks of her charms, 


Who toaſts her with glee on a Saturday night, 
And wiſhes her moor'd in his arms: | 
But the tar to pleaſe me 
More jolly muſt be, 
He muſt, ſneering 
At their leering, 


* 


29 
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Never ſtudy to delight em, 
But ſcorn em, and fl ght em, 
Still true to the core; 
S:nging, laughing, 
Dancing, quaffing, 
Take it cherrily, 
And merriy, 
And conftant return to his girl aſhore. 


* 
— . iz. —ä—fL— ṹ —u— — — 


BALLAD, 
IN THE WAGS.- 


SHENKIN was porn in Glamorganſſi re, 

Odds will her poor heart runs all upon Winny, 

And her't kiſs, and her't 18, and her't call her her dear; 
And make her cry Shinkin the tiffle is in ou. 


Her breath is as fweet as a leek, or a coat's, 

Her's like a plue mounta'n, ſo taper and thin, 
Aif her putter and ſeece would but yield her ten croats, 
To- morrow ſhould fee Shenkin married to Win. 
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hen the curate at eve on the crowty playt, 
Oh te choys of her heart, 233 
Winny, 
And hur lufft and telighted ſo in the teer maid, 
That ſhe patting hur, cried out the tiffle is in you. 


You ſkip like the kits, and you pount like the coats, 
To mollify ſure enough I ſhall bekin, 

Aff your putter and ſeece wou'd but yield you ten Croats, 
To-morrow ſhould ſee Shenkin married to win. 


111. 


Ah if her coot urſhip, great Squire Ap Shones, 
Could ſee how her's creefing, as ſure as a kinny, 

His powels would yearn with her crunts and her croans, 
Ah no he'd himſelf fall in love with ſweet Winny. 


Thus Shenk'n complain'd, as he drove home his goats, 
While the fpu're and h's comrades from hunt ng came 
in, 
He heard the fond tale, En dota groats, 
And the next morn ng ſaw Shenk n marr.ed to Win. 


0 — 
n — 
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Far removed from noiſe and ſmoak, 

Hark I hear the woodman's ſtroke, 
Who dreams not, as he fells the oak, 

: What miſchief dire he brews : 


How art ſhall ſhape his falling trees, 

For aid of luxury and eaſe, 

He weighs not matters ſuch as theſe, 
But ſings, and hacks, and hews. 


* 


11. 
* 7 


Perhaps now fell'd by this bod man, 
That tree ſhall form the ſpruce ſedan, 
Or wheelbarrow, where oyſter Nan 

So runs her vulgar rig ; 


The ſtage where boxers crowd in flock-, 

Or elſe a quack's, perhaps the ſtocks, 

Or poſts for ſigns, or barber's blocks, 
Where ſm.les the parſon's wg. 
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Thou mak ſt, bold peaſant, oh what grief, 

The gibbet on which hangs the thief, 

The ſeat where ſits the great Lord Chief, 
The throne, the cobler's ſtall : 


Thou pamper'ſt life in every ſtage, | 

Mak'ſt folly's whims, pride's equipage, 

For children toys, crutches for age, M 
And coffins for us all. | 


£ Ve 
Yet juſtice let us ſtill afford, 
Theſe chairs, and this convivial board, 
The bin that holds gay Bacchus? hoard, 
| Confeſs the woodman's ſtroke ; 


He made the preſs that bled the vine, 1 
The butt that holds the generous wine, 

The hall itſelf, where tiplers join 

To crack the mirthful joke. 
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Tru was, for oh there was a time, 
Sweet Phœrbe by my ſide, 
The ſofteſt verſe I ſung in rhime, 
Where falling pools did glide : 


But, Phcebe hence, I'm left alone, 
Nor verſe nor rhime can pleaſe, 
And pools ſtand ſtill to ſee me moan, 

In whiſpers through the trees. 


11. 

The pride of laughing nature ſtood 
In fertile heaths confeſſed, 
When birds, in yon impervious wood, 
With Phcebe ſaw me bleſt. 


But laughing nature's now in tears, 
The heaths begin to mourn, 

Birds hoot in my melodious cars, 
For Phcebe's glad return. 


PIBDIN'S SELECTED SOXGS, 


* 111. 

To ſhun fierce fol's meridian heat, 
Upon yon verdant green, 

How oft, at cloſe of eve, I'd meet 
Sweet Phoebe, beauty's queen: 

But, loſt the ſunſhine of her charms, 
The verdant green's all brown, _ 

And I, with nothing in my arms, 

Lie hard on beds of down, © © 

Iv. 


Then come ſweet fair, und leave behind 
All ſorrow, pain, and woe, 


The birds ſhall ſmile, and the north wine 


Like Boreas gently blos: 
So ſhall the daiſy-mantling green, 
The cowſlip-ſtudded brook, 

In ſable robes all crimſon ſeen, 

Reflect each azure look, 


—_— 


* 
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Hav you heard, my I iba) the wonderfa! 
news, 

Sd ones K 

How the nobles their titles agree to forget? 

And with cobler and prince tis hey fellow well met ! 


Sing kick down diſtinction, kick off wooden ſhoes, 
Sing brotherly love betwixt Chriſtians and Jews, 
Oh rare, O rare! 

Yea and nay, thee and thou, 

Is now 

All the rage, 
ann 
Let every French frizeur then die in deſpair, 

For freedom's the word, and a ftraight head of hair, 


ſis 


The ftage for this play; I had almoſt ſaid farce, 

Was of all other places the grand field of Mars, 

They erected their caſtle of liberty there, 

Where Mongolfier went up in his caſtle of air. 
Sing kick down diſtinstion, &c. 
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0 ſubſtantial's become what was formerly froth, 
That they who could never be truſted on oath, 
Are now, to the wonder of each other nation, 
Like quakers believed on their bare affirmation; 1 


Sing kick down diſtinction, &c. 


iv, 
Such virtue as this to the world muſt be dear, 
But woe to us all if it once ſhould come here; 


It transforms the moſt dreſſy to ſo many quakers, 
And makes even lords pay their butchers and bakers. 


Sing kick down diſtinction, &c. s 


V. 


Adieu ye fair dames to cards, ſcandal, and tea, 
Ad eu Scotch and Welchmen to proud pedigree, 
Madam Virtue is coming to lead vice a dance, 
And all follow faſhions imported from France. 


* S$'ng kick down diſtin&'on, &c. 


VI. 


Ye men of the robe your ſad fortune deplore, 
Burn your wigs, for your foul occupation's no more; 


Ty 
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Fair truth in cack affion mall find out x flaw; | 
Then publiſh the tidings through fame's mighty rolls,. 


In England, and Lapland, and under the poles, 
For men are turn d angels, and brutes are turn d men, 


And Eden, not Chaos, is come back again. 
| Sing kick down diſtinction, &c. 


ͤ— — —_— — 


BALLAD. 


- IN THE WAGS» 


Dp 


So ſweet I'll dreſs my Zootka fair, 

Such pretty toys her charms ſhall deck, 
The nails of foes ſhall grace her hair, 

| Their eyes and teeth adorn her neck; 


A hut I'll build her of catalps, 
And ſweetly hang it round with ſcalps, 
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And as we frantic ſkip and ſing, 

And join to form the myſtic ring, 
And cymbals twang, 

And tymbals bang, 

And jump and prance, 

And frit in wedlock's devious dance, 
We'll drink and yam, 


And make the banjer cry giam, giam. 


The roſe let Europe's beauties boaſt, 


Aſia the ſaffron's ſickly die, | 
Let ebon wives grace Afric's coaſt ;— 
Can theſe with lovely Zootka vie ? 


Her olive cheek the gloſs outſhines 
That decorates the copper mines 
; Come then, and frantic, &c. 


111 
Some ſhave their eyebrows for the fair, 
Others for love pull out their teeth, 
Some by the roots tear up their hair, 
To form a pretty marriage wreath : 
My loving fiſt at Zootk a's noſe 
Shall aim a hundred tender blows, 
And as they frantic, &c. 


: 
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Ix peace, when ſprightly drum and fife 
Quick marches ſweetly play, 

Then charming is the ſoldier's life, 
To lounge it all the day: ; 

How different the trade is 
From war's deſtructive call, 

He ogles all the ladies, 

And dances at the ball. 


The ſaſh ſo ſweet a zone is,- 

So powerful are its charms, 

That Mars become Adonis, 
Reclines in Venus” arms. 


No more upon the dangerous plain 
Death gr mly ſtalks abroad, 
No more 5 

The gaſping and-unpitied ſlain, 
Welter ng in g re, 

For unava ling help implore: 


DIBDIN'S SELECTED SONGS, 111 


Their ſpirits i ſſue with a groan, 
Their eyes are Cloſed in endleſs night, 
Beholders are with horror aw'd, 
And dread a fate, ſad fate of woe, 
' That ſoon may be their own. 


No time for pity now the fight 
Grows hot, 

The trumpet ſounds a charge, , 
Soldiers and fteeds with ardour glow, 
Stern carnage takes the field, 

And traverſes his boundaries long and large: 
The word is die or yield, 

And mercy is forgot: | 
Such is the dreadful ardour of the urs 
Yet different far 
When all theſe horrors ceaſe, 
And ſoldiers taſte the joys of ſmiling peace. 
Sweet peace, Kc. | 


The well pack'd column, like a rock, «? 
While they the war ſuſtain, 

Greatly receive an army's ſhock, 
The glorious terror of the plain: 
Advancing near, 


The foe is ſtruck aghaſt, 


* 
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The panic ſpreada, 
Pale fear 
| To order's poſt confuſion now ſucceeda, 
And now the tront becomes the rear; 
„ All relolution's gene. 
A While wan deſpair ,, 
Tauuru d gen' ral, (0 deſtrucdion leads em ont 
q * Thee y, nent ie id Ho tu ol 
Follow the e cry, 


| War's dreadful es en 
Trumpets and drums, 3 n 
1 1 ads | 
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Tuer tell me I'm mad—that to cells and-ſtraw bedding : « 
In my crack-brain'd condition twere fitteſt to hie | 


Thus fland'rous reports at each minute are ſpreading: 
In this world there r 


da friend I betray d, and a miſtreſs I lighted, a 
I had power, rr 


In the miſery of others I daily delighted; 
And ths they en -r we fs 8 


| Decreed to try patience, by wiſe nature's law; 19 fs 
Come join then the throng, 'tis a mad world my maſters, 
On down ſome are frantic, and ſome upon ſtraw. 


„ 
for the loaves and the fiſhes eternally craving, _— 
Now bleſſing their ſtars, now arraigning their fate, | 1 0 
Now fawning, now: threat'ning, now ſiglüng, now raving, 
What but madmen inhabit that bedlam the ſtate ? 
7 At two to high change but tranſport a mere ſtranger, 
e cunning Guperior the ſubtle Jew yields, | 
P 
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Where always, though ſafe, the poor nation's in danger, 
| He would inſtantly ir if mot Moorkields, 
Is it madneſs to ſay then that theſe are the caſtors 
On willed to weeth veils by e . 
ae, and ſome upon ſtraw 
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Let the winds a dread hurricane rattle,  _-- 


4 ” 


The rough and the pleaſant he take as it comes, Ee 


And laughs at the ſtorm and the battle: ,- 
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That happy mortal's rich indeed: 
Thou willing giw'ſt each earthly bleſſing 
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eb umn boat ym he 


Ad avnotileq c1oob Yo 100 bak 


ff 


Ver 
—= 
- 
"I 


e . * 


wee reren cone N 


Thy words are fwcet es Hyblats honey; Vn 
In accents kind, and mild. and ci) bu 
Flows thy advice :—thou giv i not money, 

ang e e ins 1519183 dgwort N 


And rather than the n 5 Aas: — 
Sbould ihto 2 25 £ thy fr 1d fi tor War 375 50 7 
— — 0 WOT bits 


Thou indir ü it all aways! {15 100 ONE 


lit 1077 LIES 70 ee 2095 


= 


a, " pe - 4 + 44 f *. OY 
% Sid bunte, um e Dass K 


wee GU aA 5 
Are bis aan nglis} Mila 3 = #25 
Leſt bad word thy friend thould chonſ, 55 


"No time for thee t play the firanger, 
Thou deign'ſt to manage all his houſe 3 


To make him thy good pleaſure tarry, 
To kiſs thy feet, to leap o'er flicks, 

To run, to hop, to to fetch, to Carry, 
And play a thouſand monkey tricks. 


Nay, if thy liquoriſh.chops ſhould water, 
Io eaſe him ofedomeſtic ſtrife, 
| Thou rid'ſ him of a flirting daughter, _ 
Or, kinder tl; thow thou! ſteal 't His Mife. , 
bob Atem qr gat. 
gultold TI Aves gulli g 
,. back ow Sol 1d ths 9 
come then, my friend; provent my ple. 
And out of doors politeneſs kick, 


. 
. © 5 : 
* - , 2 | 
"wn 
: + 2 | N 
- — ' 
- „ — - 


* 
- 


1 paizq 851 
d Dach zheavich bumpers, make me fick, 


7 gr 1 +54 1% N i} C : 
My II: r bes „ PE WA end 8 10/7 

LE PE mY MN ne 75 3 
Upon and ſup 


OE 8 2 5 | 
lie uit ir ro tf en vat of 319 7 


5 
#F en = a H chür ein wh 
n F ul 
e 02. e, Se H L 
; 1 WAG! 7 


— ny 
err 


8 while 1 hag: Vene fpatrwws' 
Her ceſtus, her dove SSA E 107 ITO 15 3 773.1 
Shall 1 hold forth On love? fo TE 555 1 ed 


a Source of ſo „ o to Singe 
= On which ſa many Cupids hava blunted their arrows. / 
And 10 many Per air le ein vr 0) bak. 


! 


bips SEBTETED nes 113 


All its pains, and it pleats (it midi eng 

Have been ſuhg.o'erand jr eros | 
Not a ſingle new thought the Piertan ſpring 
ee bo 


* 1133 L#% 


ONES A Harti Di 28 8 8 go * 
N U Ar Tis: Tl Nins 15 
hat fools. ink er | 1d * i ien 1 


e ee b D114 On N 1 EE. 
Source of ſo many, ſurfeits and feaſta, vert 
nn I: 
And fo many men become 1 — — 75 


Let thofe deſcribe wine who can drink till theyre, 
'Twere folly to write on a theme I can't feel; 


How can I, n from health's 


ſpring, | ; 
Tl worls the delight gf + drunk to ſing ? 


— — 
— — 2 


5 © Fol X * 
While I celebrate men who all enen n 2 
Leave at home for ue 24% 19H - | | 


Shall I deſcant on fame? 101 biod I lied 
Source of ſo many e Oz to 3 FLIGE 
Where ſo many heroes have plunder'd for treaſurt © 
And ſo many Geaſs LO OT] Yagi dl but. 


* - * - mY * 
2 * * * * 
= 
_ 4 * 
ry * 
I * 
E — 


The beſt plume that e 


%% ᷑ ᷑FùůꝓWͥ * Bk. 


Tim loves led by abe 


Tilt war ſhall ſweet peace, and gold charity, bring, 
Reaſon ſmiles, and forbids me fuch folly to ſing. 


e bus <198 39015 29 1298 Stout, luv? 


— 


8 A 
J | : EP: 


A firanger to battles, and all their delight, 
fora ORs I can't 


ſhudder and write: 
off from fame's wing 


” 7 
4.9 344 


Nes 
a 7 N A 


£ 3 < 4 - 
5 1 77 4 3 $ 


* 
rr 91 * 


Lt IG £ CL | 
's nie and fall; I 


wine, 


* y £ ” Fn 
Fa. , 41 5 5 r 
4% , i endend 1045; 1 

* 
1 - . 4 * 
3 * ! 4 MY i : -, Aa * Pg #23 ; 
: 2 ” F : ?3 4 +4 5 8 , e = $.4- : : 
, "- * 
. +5 Þ 7.44; . #3.+4-44 . 1 . 3 7 7 * 


y nog eee imb n 


* 
— 


* * 
- 


Ages us is bas d of mano A 

om what reg ; et Das A to bug 

gw 5 ne Tres W n mul ee 34D 
art ot wr Nn & 506 208 5 

Za o wr Ns 4. __ 7088 bluods 


WAGE 


oF] . 


— " 
Bot perhaps while boldly expo 
A dupe or to Ne 21 folly, 0 1575 ing each elh 2 777 
I the critic ſevereſt becom@'s f My fett, Yang dart 


Preſuming to hope for your favs e 


11 * nam From che- JP 7 12999 


What is it to ue who ſings great or ſings . ſmall, * 
Or whether knave firſt very knave likes to call. A 
Or whoſe roguiſh, or honeſt—Lord nothing at al 


But tö ee Galt tis chotehets and qilavers;”"" 1 1 


01% e eee YO ee vd by! 7 oral HT 


ak re AO MS £82398 il e UP 
102 Ne cui ver ier UNE 821 666% 41h + - 


py 


e a ſmile from his grace, 

From a typocrirerreachery;” with-a-fmooth face, 

From a biſhop a bleſſing, a gameſter ames ace, 
The public receive for their favour :: 


Thus in their vocation alt earneſtly joim: e 

For what Would a man circulate but his ow coin , 

Let me humbly entreat then you'll net refuſe mine, 
Though compos d but of crotchets and ge. : 
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Every piece i is full weight, oF debas'd by vile art, 
Sterling gratitude (11 will be found in each part, 


. lively impreſſioun was made vn my heart, 
For what leſs can purchaſe your favours? 


Thus 1 fearleſs.fobmit it to paſs through your mint, 
When aſtay d, ſhould you find there's no counterfeit iu, 
The ſtamp of your kind approbation imprint, 

. To paſs current my | crotchets and RY 
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As honeſt Bill Bobſtay, ſo Kind und ſo true: 
He'd ſing like a mermaid, and foot it fo lightly, 
| The frecalles pre, and delight of th crnl 


Butt poor as a beggar, and oſten in tatters 
He went, though his fortune was kind 
For money, cried Bill, and them! there fort of matters, 
What's the good on't, d'ye ſee, but to ſuccpur 2 

friend, 
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* fierce as fire, x cen YE 
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No, never ſhall Bill keep a ſhot the locker, 
When by handing it out, he a e. 
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Let them throw ot ike beds! and cry, fpight of 
© their croſſes, 
And forgetful of toil that fo hardly PUR bore, 
. That ſailors, at ſea, earn their money like horſes, 
« To ſquander it idly like aſſes aſhore,” -: 


Such lubbers their; jaw youll. ns ap. ene wer. | 
W | 
By their feelings, the gen'rous Klightrwitbertend.s 2 
That giyes birth in us tars i that trueſt of pleaſuey: 
The 1 our rn nenn +4 
DAC ud GN hn einn Es 1s I 
: "DNL 


£44 en n HHH cones; 


EG e es- ee 20 Das eb 
« mien efyfiabor mon x | 


Wd whats eren gt 
— 


- 25411 R- 


28! f i te F can tel v4 
Wa COTE JE. mY 
The rights of us. Britons we knows ta be loyal, 
In our country's defence our laſt moments to ſpend, 
To fight up to the ears to protect the blood royal, 
To be true to dur wives, ee Ai 
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, BreauvTyYI ſel, who'll buy ? who'll __ ? 
| Roſes and lilies girls, here am 1: 
Neither black, brown, nor fair, ban have e cal for 
complain, 
They tha look Uke angels, and a witou 
Who buy! 'n buy? ne ei, mort DU 


Here am I, * 449 
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Come maids and be beautiful, eaſy's the taſk, 

Uſe this rouge newly taken from modeſty's maſk j 
As it blooms ſhaft fair truch thew ybur heart in 
e N * nent o einge % 
And duty's enamel tall Poliſh the buff: 
For duty gives charms that will laſt alt our lives : 
3 {Eg eati 


1 fell, — AY A en is; 2 4 nf 
Beauty "ere Ref Io 5; - SIMON won of 
ood oor honor 52 ray 241 gu gad 


Now's pour tis, all ye wives, na ED 


Take the mildaeks of love, dir bull che mot, 
Mix theſe in endearment's alembic, the heart, 
Let the fire of attention the whole'gently boil, 
Then add nature's beſt globs, a-perpetual ſmile. 


i e 5 
This tincture of ſweetneſs ſhall lilies diſcloſe, 
And from this, virtue's balm, ſhall ſpring, beauty 

beſt roſe ; Ie 5 1 
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Then, while-art's in faſhion, bow can you refuſe, 
"That which hick nature and ee 
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F 2 
The birds . vates tbcill te heark thraugh 
the car; 
Trees and flow'rs'2 freſh liviry yo N on es 
And the ſun with new glory begins his er 1 
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Some ſplendid enen Arcadia invites 
To the court of its Iov d, its illuſtrious lord, 
Where, while pleaſures and Seren their wes 
__ delights, 1. 
Plenty omptics ben mll-loadad harm on ce bound 


1D 2 16: 
What, what can it mean? 3 
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For our hearts king and queen 
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May Juſt kate th chus excheay ſome new pleat pres 


1 3 | 

The {ports are begun! Ko IE © A * 

"Tis the nuptials propitious of Fred ck their ſon, 

And the ſong, and the dance, and the clarion fo louly © . 

And thoſe Ay prey we hear from the e 
Ai 
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bn üs the bridegroom and bride 5 
What loyalty rent the glad air as it rung 


He a mars in his car, Venus ſhe, by dis fide ; Ul 57 | 

He a hero, and the from a hero's race ſprung, . 

ns 

Venus here finds her court: three (wert Grapes ape ] 
| ſeen, nh 91+ + . | 

Than Cytherea more lovely,” ore ad dan her” 

dove, 2610258 ne #53: $1) Dit 

The fair ſtranger to hail, in thi hearts trig der, : 

Each a ſiſter in beauty, a ſiſterin love: „567 3 
And ſee the glad throng, Etrttilcalq H 22008 
For the dance and the ſong e ; _ 

With eager reſpectful —— prepare! n 
The ſports are begun, a 


George ſanctions the nuptials of ee 7 | f 
While the ſong, &c. n 20038 £3 WC WWE 
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Ani fee the glad throng, 1 
For the dance and the ſonng 

e ee 
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Ichat once "was a © plolighiian; a alot ain vos, 8 ed, 
Vo lark that; aloft in the F/ ny... 
Ever flutter'd his wings to give ſpect Wike plouph 
Was fo gay or fo careleſs as I; 10 V 20 A 


But my friend was a en — a king $ ſhips 
And he ax'd me to go juft to fea for # wp, ; bas hn A 


nAL 1 4. 1a 1 
5 : £ 
And he talk'd of ſuch ings. A des Ap 1 
As if ſailors were kings, 3 A 


| 3 

\ And ſo teazing did keep, foe $90 n ION. 
That 1 left my poor plough, to 80 ere the bi 

No longer the horn | 
-Call'd me up in-the-morn, - - — — ——. \ 
Itruſted the carfindo and the inconſtant wink; 21177 
That made me for to go and _ my « dear behind. pA 
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Idid not em like for to be aboarl 4855 o. g 


When in danger there's e 
1 liked the jolly tan, I liked bum bo and f,. 
But I did not Jie rocking about : „ *beig l 
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Th dete r wetewes ones“ 


ian 
Next a battle, er- 
Ah cried I, who would rang 
That like me Had a home:: 
Where l'd ſow, and I'd reap, 
Ere I left my poor plough, to go ploughing the dey 
Where ſweetly the horn | f A5 7 
Call'd me up in the morn, 
e eee 
That made me for to go, and leave my dear behind, 
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At laſt ſafe I landed, and in à Whole fin, 
Nor did I make any long ſtay, 
Ere I found by a friend, whom I ax d for n, 
« Father dend, and my wife ran away : 


Ah who but thyſelf, ſaid I, haſt thou to blame, 
Wives loſing their huſbands, oft loſe their good names 
Ah why did I roam, 
When ſo happy at home, 

I could ſow, and could reap, 
Ere I left my poor plough, to Om _ 

When ſo ſweetly the horn 
Call'd me upin the-morn : 
Curſe light upon the carfindo and the inconſtant wind, 
That made me for to go and leave my dear behind. 
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Why if that be the caſe, ſaid this very fame friendꝭ 
And you ben't no more minded to wa m - -// 1 
Gis a ſhake by the fiſt, all your care's at an end. 
Dad's alive, and your wife ſafe at home.. : 57 


Stark ſtaring with joy, 1 leapt out of my ſkin, - 
Buſs my wife, mother, ſiſter, wal ofmy ba; 
Now, cried J, let them raam | 
Who want a good home; ' © * —© 4 
I am well, fo I'll keep, 
Nor again leave my plough t to go- ploughing the * 2 
Once more ſhall the horn 
Call me up in the morn, 
Nor ſhall any damn'd carfindo, nor the Sickle wind, 


' Fer tempt me for to go, and leave my dear behind, ; 
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Tux peaſant, in his humble cot, 
* The Ethiope on the ſandy Nile, 
The mole-liKe Laplander, whoſe grof 1 

- Boaſts little genial nature's ſmile: 


_ Theſe, bleſt with virtue, are not poor; TT 
Her cheering voice ſuch thrilling comfort brings 
It throws around the thatch obſcure 


A joy that ſhames the palaces of kings. 


© Ns 


Oh virtue, ſorrowing man's relief, 
In pity by kind heaven ſent, 
That tear'ſt away the thorn of grief, 
And plant'ſt inftead the roſe content 


Thy ſmalleſt ſpark ſuch luſtre owns,  __ _... 
With it ſuch truth and dignity it brings, 


It throws obſcurity on thrones, 
And beams to dim the diadem of kings} 
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Way good people all, le HPF” 
Ist the ſtump of my arm, or my leg? 

Or the place where I loſt my good-looking eye 4 
Oris it to ſee me beg? 


Lord love you hard fortune is nothing at all, 

And he's but a fool and a-dunce _ 

Who expects, when he's running full butt 3 
Not to get a good rap on the ſconce. 


Hbeg, borrow, or ſteal, be the choice Abi * 
Surely I chooſe the beſt of the three; 

Beſides, as times go, what a comfort to find 
That in this bad world there's ſome charity. 


11. F 


For a ſoldier T liſted, to grow great in fame, Ei 
And be ſhot at for ſixpence a dayoeʒʒj | 


Lord help the poor poultry wherever I came, 
For how could I live on my pay? 


Where my pipe I could bnqak, talk of. battles ad 


| Bur thinking it foul to livo at ee 


In ſearch of good fortune, uma 


Jo aſk comfort from miſers, and pity from fools, 
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I went to the wars, to fight the king's foes, 
Where the bullets came-whiſtling by, 

Tillthey fwiv'led three ribs; broke the bridge of my nos 
Queer'd my napper, and Knock d out my eye: 


Well what of all — Td my legs wk my arms, 
And at Chelſea to lay up was free, 


ſtorms, 
And weeks * been. chr, 


2 


re 


Away, while the frolic was warm, 


And fo loſes my leg and my arm : 
With two ſtrings to my bow, 1 now. thought. t 


ſure, 
b cho fines ehe — 
„„ 
At Chelſea they call'd me a tar: — 


So falling to nothing between theſe two ſtools, 
I, the whole world before me, was free 


And live on that air, men's chagity. 
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And what now of all this here patter at laſt, 
How many who hold-their heads high, : 

And in faſhion's fine whirligig fly round fo , by 

Are but beggars as wells 14 | 


The courtier he begs for'a ee 
For a ſmile beg your amorous elves, | 
Churchwardens hand the plate, and beg 3 the 


— 
Juſt to pamper. and fatten hdd: 1 


Thus we're beggars throughoutteewhile race fan 
As by 1 1 et 

And, as times go, what a comfort to find 
That in this bad world there's ſome charity. 
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ena: gh peru ir, 
When on as ſweet a morn, 
In Hymen's fane, ade fate/to hare, 


Anna and I were ſworn, —-- 


Sweetly the thruſh, in varied ſong, 
3 The vacant joy encreas d, . 


When kindly came the village e 
Toj join the marriage feaſt. 
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But * ſang the nightingale, 
«Love's herald of the grove, 


NI C ynthia, through the ſilver vals, | 
Ted to the boo'r of love! | 


& FT P34 
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„5 * 4 
The las feet morning fong of joy 
Is known by that content 


A lovely girl and — 
Are given us to cement: 
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The thruſh ſtill merrily at noon 


In varied cadence ſings, £ 
When ſmiling fortune oft ſome boom, 


To cheer our labour, brings; 


Nor, time far diſtant, ſhall we grieve, 
Though bleſſing now and bleſt, 

When philomel, at nature's exe, 
Shall lull us into reſt. e 
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Dzan John prithee tell me, cried Ruth, 
To Gubbins, her huſband, one day, 
Doſt not think, in good ſooth, | 
© I ſhould ſwear but the trath 
Did [ ſwear what I'm going, to lay! 5 


ii 


That wedlock's'a ſtate, rat « 6 : 
Jn good humour, that bn lig e 
Contriy'd to bleſs woman and man 
4 
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And that Giles here's an a, 
| 1 X 
All Gould marry as oa s thy can. 


5 11. 


Why Goody, cried Gubbins, you know 
My thoughts of the thing fore to day, 
Nor, as I ſhall ſhew, | 
To prove what I'm going to ſay. 


Did wives ever ſcold, _ 
Were they ugly, or old, 

A ſpouſe were a miſerable man: 
But ſmooth is their tongue, 


They're all comely and young | 
Giles get married as ſoon as you can. 


I one's children one-wiſh'd in their graves,.— 
Still plaguing one day after day, 
The girls faſhion's ſlaves, 
The boys puppies and knaves, 
One then might have ſomething to ſay ; 
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But brats are no evil, dh bn A 
They ne*er play the devi. wt o 
Nor have wives from their duty & rang 
Then fince, my friend Giles, 
Wedlock greets you with ſmiles, 
Get marned as ſoon as you can. 
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Cried Ruth, will you let your tongue run? 
Here you ſcurvy old villain I rule i | 

Rogues there are, ſaid the ſon, _ 

But, old Quiz, am I one? | 
Cried the daughter, my father's a fool 4 


Don't you ſee, Gubbins. cried, 
I've the tendereſt bride/, 
And beſt childre that ever bleſt map? 
Giles, would you be driven 
To bedlam or heaven, 
Get married as ſoon as you can! 
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Wor'r you hail the ls year, * that 3 
Janus 


Once in ev' ry four times conſecrated to Vanus ? 
Oh the fine lovely ſeaſon for frolic and ſporting, ' / 
When the men are made love to, ee eee 6 court. 
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A eee eee creatures, and folic an 
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And dance it, and whiſk it, 0 
Sing ſmalliliow, batheſhin, ah arroo Pat! | 
| (To be ſure dere wort be ſame _ fun we gg gong 
 . forward!) | 
Faith and ene = you _ fay fat 
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11. 
Miſter Vanus come put on a {= uline air, 
. Throw yourſelf on your e curſe if Tears. * 
ſwear; 
Perfection, ſays you, to your deen a EY A 
Cmes Miſs Mars, d you love me? da deen 
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Then come round me, dear creatures, and frolic and 
friſk it, | 

And dance it, and whiſk "Je; © EA 

Sing ſmalliow, batheſhin, ah arroo Pat 1 

(To be ſure dere won't be fine lighing, and — 


fait and lying too t) $ 
Tait and conſcience and you may ſay dat. 
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Shall hobble, and mumble their N to 3 . 
Girls ſhall court from the ſhiners of old Wen aſſiſtance, 
With their eye on a handſome tight lad in the diſtance! 


T hen come round me, dear h and frolic and 
friſk it, tu bad 7 ned 
And dance it, and whiſk it, 1:41 | 
Sing ſmalliliow, batheſhin, ahorroo Fr t. Re 
(To be ſare they won't make the, beſt uſe of che 


ting erh io b at nds N 
Fat and confcience and you may ay dat. 88 


, Fo 
» — & 0 


"Miſs Maypole mall 9 to the arms of a an imp, i= | 
And the tall Lady Gawky ſhall court my Lord Shrimp, 


Miſs Pigmy ſhall climb round the neck of a tall man, 
And the rich widow. Mite court a big liſh jolman, 


** DEBDIN'S: "SE —— SONGS, 


e. round me, FR creatures, aue 
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And dance it, and whiſk it, lt hs 

Sing ſmalliliow, batheſhin, ah arroo,Pat! 

To, be ſure the little devils won'e cle as if they ht 
not an hour to live!) 

rat and conſcience ad you any fag ut. 
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Miſs Champanſy, whoſe monkey has ſo many charms, 
Of a fine powder'd coxcomb ſhall ruſh to the arms ; 
To court Miſter Sciatic Miſs Spaſm ſhall hop, 
And Miſs Cheveux-de-frize ſhall addreſs Mr. Crop] 


Then come rougd me, Gear came, and fie aud 
friſk it, 

And dance it, and whilk it, | 

Sing ſmalliliow, batheſhin, ah arroo Pat! | 

¶ To be ſure the bold little devils won't put the fellows 

YL; in a fine fluſteration!) - Gl 

2 you may Lay dat 
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Thus you've — all but i il, 
And fait every Jack will ſoon find out a Jill; | 
Come on ye bold devils, ſwear, lie, and make ſpeeches, 
"Tis leap year, and the petticoats govern the breeches! 
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Then come round me, dear creatures, and frolic and 


friſk it, | | 
And dance it, and whiſk it, 9% ct" a296) ba- 
Sing ſmalliliow, batheſhin, ah arroo Pat 1 * 


(Ah the dear creatures to be ſure they won't cut Aa 
comical figure when they are dreſſed N 
inexpreſſibles ) 

Fait and conſcience and you may ſay dat. 
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Lzt ons of Nth dream time v, 
Regardleſs what may follow, 

And rail at us who wake the day” 4 
With horn, and hound, . 

We their purfuits ſhould find the ſame, 


To their ſecrets were we priy , 
Each man to hunt ſome favourite ganmm 
anne 1100 
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The,book aworm:hints: the ansient ſchadla, 
And wat wittuAriftotiay 0-20 ft 
„ Blac legs and ladies hunt for fols, 
wo The toper hunts his: bottle. 2 
» Thus mould we find, whate'et the nam© 


Io their (crews were me puh ©! 
4 Mankind to hunt, &. 4 


Vhet When doctors come in at the death, © mes 
For true bred hunters V. are, 6 
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: Thus we with ſafety might can, ge 
To their ſecrets were we | ] ; 


Mankind to hunt, Ke. e eee 


i#% 7M 
Te pos Fl 23.0 $4 


. cw þ | CT DD a 


The miſanthrope hunts out for woes, 
Muck-worms are gold purſuing, 
While neck and nothing, as he goes, 
The ſpendthrift hunts his ruin. 
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— Outrageous ſaints hunt ſinners; '/ | 
Fat aldermen hunt'dinners; + 1 - 


Thus ſhould we find men's views the fame, 
To their ſecrets were we privyy'! - | . 
a All, All to hunt, e.. enen 


£75 
Fame courtiers hunt from place to 
Rakes hunt new ſets of features, 


While generous hearts urge on Rake, 
To relieve their fellow creatures; ; : 


Let us, while to our dien wein 
Regardleſs who are privy, Ae 
In chaſe of pleaſure, as fair game, 
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Poon Peggy 100A a feier lad 
Yet was her tender boſom ſad | 
Whene'er ſhe heard the loud reveilez : 
| "The fifes were ſerecch-en to her Urs, 
The drums like thunder feern'd wo ruttle, 
They care him from Her arms to battle : 
There wonders He againſt the fo 
Perford, and was with laurele'crown'd, 
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Her heart all love, ker foul all eruth, 
That none her fears or flight diſcover, 


Follow'd to the field her lover: 


Directed by the fife and drum 
To where the work of death was doing, 
Where of brave hearts. the time was come, 


Who, ſecking honour, graſp at ruin. 


Her very foul was chill'd with woe, 
New horror came in every found, 
And whiſ per'd death had lain him lo 
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Wich terrar all. her ſaul ſubdued. 
A mourning. train came thrangint round her: 
The plaintive fife and mud drum 
The martial obſequies diſcover, 
His name ſhe heard, and cried I come, 
Faithful to meet my murder d lover } 
Then beart⸗ rent by a figh of , 
Fell, to the grief of all arund, 

Where death had laid her lover lows, . 
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1 upſtart, to power who un worthily grew, 
With good fortune ſo drunk he don't know You!" 


Ane 
Then round vith-the: bon, che tree's Known. by ib 
enn dd eil mog 28 © rol nk 
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And pow'ras completely can make a man drunk 
As claret, or ſack, „ x. 
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Why reels bes rerk Why his eyes does le 
_ woll#5 eb qo s ud oniw a, 10 
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Why mutter and ftorm in that faſhion ? 51 al 
What wine has he drank f How oft emptied the bool: 
Not at all fir, the man's i 145 10 „ on 21T* 


Then round with the bowl; the trees known by 
trunk, NEUE 16 t 1G HUH 2A 
Tis nor Bquor our natures can vary | 
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And paſſion as eaſy can make mortals drug by 
* e er del n e 
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ber that whimſical creature, no cry, and now laughs” _ 
Now rave, and now ſtorm, and now fidget !. : 

He's not drunk fir, fur all he's ſo Ik great" calf, 
e I long ad K 
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is not liquor our natures can'varyys bt 
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As Claret, or ſack, Ns © Toupil wa u 
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See thoſe beautiful creatures like angels come on, 
Form'd us fellows to keep to our tether, - 

Say, ent it a pity they all are half gone x 
Not with wine, but a and a e 11 


Then round Vith be b. 
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Thus paſſion; ar pines, or whim; or capricey. - 
„Poor miortals can make non ſe ipſe:: . 


woe fill like u ſpunge, or or at a feaſt, 
Tue wen drunk, god the ladies alltiphy 1 l. 
ren n with the bowl, the trees known by its 
trunk, 
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And folly as eaſy can make mortals . i 
A dlaret, or ſack, or canary} / 
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OY  varraD. „ 3 
* urarz TRRATRICALS, 4 49 
"LY 21 * * n 4 L > 4 42582 
vs faifd round the world without fear on difmay, 
I've feen the wind foul, and I've ſeen the wind fair, 
Le been wounded, and ſbipmreck/d, een my 
> £07 a baun ub wa bn 2gnoww ym 107 
But a brave Bri bag ſailor hould never deſpair 
steh 10a Duo I right bfu ai Won 1: by. 
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When in- French priſon 1 chard for, wlich. , 7 
In a dungtonh, inſtend df in battle, to dies, 
Was difmal L on, but I did not deſ per. 
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I've deen thr by the French, « and/ de 9 
Turks, 1 
But a brave Britiſh failor mould DSTI 
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But for all theſe misfortunes, i'd yet cut « daſh, | 
' Laid ſnug up my timbers, and never known care, 
If the agent had not ran ay with the Caſh, N 

And ſo many ——  plung'd into deſpair. 
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Gu centng eng een: Vee Vo es 
I told him the rights on't, for why ſhould I care, 
denen my hardſhips, and wounds in the 
wars, yo toll! ond ve + 14% 
And if how 8 nne, 
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gays his highneſs, ſayv he, ſuch ill treatment as thine 
Is a ſhame, and henceforward thy fortune's my car, 

8o now bleſſings ouchim ſing out me and mine, 


And thus Britiſh never deſpair. 
- an163 en 1 9551. 722250 
I vn. - i 
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That each tar of his rhino would have his full bar, 
2 agents, dye ſee, may coil up their ſlack jaw, 
nern. and we "0006 dl 
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Then puſh round the grog, chough we e face the whole 
world, 

| Let eur royal tar's pennant but fly in the air, 

And the fails of our navy again be unfurl'd, 

We lll irike wond'ring nations with awe and deſpair. 
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Darrx Ted Tattoo is my natty name, 


E For with ble dds 


For a roll, or a trevally, 


| Among the girls loud ſounds ene, 
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1 ſmirking come, 
Leer, cock my hat, | 
Swear, and all that, : | 344 5 

Nor ever dreed 0 rag 
A broken head | 


Where the cauſe of files a doxy 57 U 


But as for wars, p 5 = | 


And wounds, and ſcars, back 43136 134% 
„And fighting foes, VT 
= and blows, . -  - 1 
I'd rather fight by proxy. 1 
, | } 
II. ; 57 4 


When chiefs and privates ungen le, 
And gaſp without . Et a 
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In baggage A. perchid up, 9275 od 
Stand umpire at a diſtance » 


Fd A nd ans att LS” 
I ſitirking come 


Fo lead mer en 
Nor ever dread. __. 
A broken head 


Where the cue of tie 3 deny; * 
N er EIT] 
And, *gainſt the foe 
8 glory's ſcars 24 nns Mo 
In honour's wars: 3 7 
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Yet think ye I am not reno wied 
In foreign wars and civil, | 
Why, fir, when ſafe at heme and ſound, 
i 


And with fife and drum 
Can ſmirking come, 
And cock my hat, 
Nor ever dread 
A broken head. 
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When te cauſe of ſtrife's a doxy, 
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Gaig glory's cas ' 
In honour's wars: 
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Where er I'm aſojourner, 
The mighty wonder and furpriſe 


Obevery chimney corner i as IT 

| Where with fife and drum MET L. 
1 ſmirking com; * * 
And rap out zounds, 22 


And talk of wounds, 27 892-37 D 
Nor ever dread eee t ar 20D 
A broken head = neo 20 7 


Where the cane of aur 0 „ 
They're fools who ARE FE | 
And, *gainſt the fae, IS 
In glory's wars Yu ifA 
Gain honour's ſcars: Aim 

I'm wiſe, and fight by pro. 1503 bK 
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Ladis and gentlemen I'm a beau, 
A beau 1 have been all my life, 
And yet may the devil fetch me if I know. -- 
How I, whoſe whole trade is 5 ue dite 
To tickle up the ladies nts 1 
Have never yet got me a wiſe. 


1 ſtarted in life bout the year Ext) -W, 
My ſmall clothes were ſcarlet, my Rockings v were hue, 
My ſhoes were half-boots, | g ſleeves too I wore, 
My hat in the true piſtol eee 2H 
O'er the fair to prevail, in elbe 1 
I ſported a ſine ramilie for a cu 1 no 
For what's beau or-a monkey: without aa 
05 BY. Of 1152 203 :: 
(p vat bla 55105! wer 17. toni 2457: RIP A 
ies tonne Anga „% ud: a: 
Faſhion thus yields to faſhion, as night yields to a, 
The huge hat that was cock'd with an air 
Soon was kick'd out of ddors, of the ſmart Nivernois 


"The cd world ſung the praiſe :, 


i; The belle gut on i⁰,νν e bu oh e 
And the beaux ſported now their own hair. 
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By that time it came to the year ſeventy-two e - ! 
The faſhions a mixture pf qld were and * 
Your hair like a buſhel mi ght look, or a wig, 
Or nine hairs,of a ſide, with the tail of a, pigs 
For me o'er the fair to prevail, | 
eee | n 
For what's a beau or a monkey without a tail ? 8 
el £90 © ret ανννε bH para 4 
erte ed ern ssd 4 
955 end? Lu em rs #71 livob af ver ty ben 
Again with the ie wok 2 
Of faſhion I gave the grand pas: 
My coat hung to my heels, or was tuck d to my rump, ; 
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In all circles ſhoying, 1 5 2 
234 34:3. 45 10d SUL ul. ir i 
4 A beau, or a.floven, * . 1 „ al ; 
r. 0; > 34a iii V4 
"With a flouch, ar a. au de bras: Ke vhs 
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Thus 1 fronebdnbfractabelite INT: » 16d 
Drove a two-ſtory gig, that four poney rats dre, 
Wore a coat with ſeven capes, thirteen re 
And, that I might ner he in 99 | | 
With the fair to prevail, . 
A large porter's knot would have ſcarce held my queue, 
* what's a beau or a monkey 1 a tos ? 
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Thus in all [6 modiſſi Waben n. Hrſt 
Have my. purſe, health, and ſpiri its been hack d, BD, 
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I of fathion's Krange ages, 

Like Shakeſpeay's ſeven ages, | 
Play the faree, Den Im in he a. 

Arrived to the year of our Lord ninety- two, N 

I dreſs, and I coax, and I flirt, but *twont do; 

At a hundred and one I ſhould ſtill be a fop, 

But done up, and nick named by che world the grey 

crop, . 
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Can I hope to prevail, 25 2474048 
To play gallantry's part Fe alla my eue, 
Na ps var eee 
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ALa$! the battle's loſt and won, 
Dick Flint's born off the field 
By death, from whom the ſtouteſt run, 
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Dick well in honour's — frod, TOO 
Brav'd war and its alarm, © 
Now death beneath the humble ſod Een 
Has n his arms! 1 


S * οντ 2dr , i 
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Dick's march'd before us, on a 3 _ 
Where er'ry ſoldiers ſent, 
His fire is dead, his courage out, 
His ammnition ſpent 2, 11 7 


His form ſo active's now a elo. 
His grace no longer charms, 

For death beneath the humble Lc — 
Has grounded his arm 


111. 18 


n ; 
Dead marches let us beat; 

War's honours well become the brave, 
Who found their laſt retreat. 


All muſt obey fate's awful nod 
Whom life this moment warms, 
Death, ſoon or late, beneath the fo 

Will ground the ſoldier's arms 1 
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Apt u my gallant failor, obey thy duty's call, 
Though falſe the ſea, there's truth aſhore; 
Till nature is found changing, thou' rt ſure of con. 
ſtant Pol! 
And yet, as now we ſever, 
Ah much I fear that never 
Shall I alas behold ther more. 


F . 
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| Jack kiſs' d her, hitch'd his ven, and hin im - 
begone, r 5 
Weigh'd anchor, . loſt ght of Soma 3 
Next day a briſk ſouth-weſter a heavy gale brought 
on, 5 
Adieu cried Jack for ever, 
For much I fear that never 
Shall 1. ſweet Poll, behold _ more; 
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Poll heard that to the bottom was ſunk her honef tar, 
And for a while lamented fore; E 
At length, criad mer I} marry p har thould I tarry 
— 8 
I may lead apes for ever, 
Jack's gone, and never, never 
Shall I, alas, 'bSehold him mor rf 
n i 291517 65! Mild Alat Hg uo 
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Jack ſafe 4 found Ang; ee = faithful 
Poll, neut ui dum 
Think not, cried aerial muy 
I'm conſtant ſtill as ever, tis nature's chang'd, that's 
all; IF | 
And thus we part for ever, 
For neter, ſaibor never ee 208) 
Shall I alas behold you more! | 'J 
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If, as you ſay, that nature like winds car hüt N 


veer, 10 un 1654 I doum 10 1. 
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I heard the trick you play d me, and ſo, d'ye fee, my 
dear, | 
I've ſpliced myſelf, ſo never + + 
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SPANKING Jack was ſo 8 fo . ſo jolly, 
Though winds blew great guns, ſtill he'd whiſtle and 
ſing, 
Jack lov'd his friend, and was true to his Molly, 
And, if honour gives greatneſs, was great as a king: 


One night, as we drove with two reefs in the main fail, 
And the ſcud came on low'ring upon a lee ſhore, 
Jack went up aloft, for to hand the top gantſail, 
A ſpray waſt'd him off, and we ne'er ſaw him more: 
But grieving's a folly, 
Come let us be jolly, 
If we've 8 at ſea boys, we've babe — 
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Whifling Tom ſtill of miſchief or fun in the middle, 
Through life in all weathers at random would jog, 


He'd dance, and he'd ſing, and he'd play on the fiddle, 


And ſwig with an air his allowance of grog: 


Long Ide of a Don, in the Terrible frigate, © 
As yard arm and yard arm we lay off the ſhore, _ 
In and out whiffling Tom did fo caper and jig it, 
That his head was ſhot off, and we ne'er ſaw him 
more: 


But grieving's a folly, xc. 


Bonny Ben was to each jolly meſſmate a brother, 
He was manly and honeſt, good natured and free, 
If ever one tar was more true than another 
To his friend and his duty, that ſailor was he: 


One day with the david to heave the cadge anchor 
Ben went in the boat on à bold craggy ſhore, 1 
He overboard tipt, when a ſhark and a ſpanker, | As 

Soon nipt him in two, and we ne'er r ax him more | 


But t grierings 'SA folly, c. : 


: ? £ 1 
I * 
A 


, 


be DEBDIN'S- SELECTED -SONGS: 


4 - 


But what of it all lad, ſhall cl * 1 
"Becauſe that mayhap we how take our laſt ſup ? 

Life's cable muſt one day or other be parted, _ 

And death in ſafe 'moorings will bring us us all up: 


But üs always the way on't, one ſcarce finds a brother 
Fond as pitch, honeſt, hearty, and true to the core, 
But by battle, or ſtorm, or ſome damn'd thing or other, 
He's popp'd off the hooks, and we ne'er ſee him 


: But grieving's a folly, c. 
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Anzan if tis no lie in this world we are living, : 
And it en't, for tis ſeen every day, 


That the trueſt of joys honeſt hearts are receiving 
Are thoſe they are giving away. 


Sure men are all ſiſters, and couſins, and brothers, 
And” 'tis clear to the ſtupideſt elf... 
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That the beſt kind of comfort a man gives to others 
Is that which he takes to himſelf, 


Thus this bodder and gabe, this fare, mewn and 


tuum, ge 
Means the devil a meaning but ſuum. > 


co 
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For your friend's peace of mind hold you o_ 
mouth water, 
And ws getting the wiſh you Sees 4 
In poſſeſſing-his purſe, or his wife, or his daughter, 
What delight would the joy be but pain. 


Then let knav'ry alone, thevain work's uſeleſs labour, 
Be't for love, or for pow'r, or for pelf, 

For every wrong that a man does his neighbour, 
Sure is not he doing himſelf ? ; 
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Thus this bodder, &c. 
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If I'm rich, and ſhould chuſe to do good to another, 
Arrah fait for the ſelfiſh deſign 


Devil tank me, for if you allow I'm his | brother, 
Faith and conſcience ſure in not he mine? 


But, ſays muſty morality, chuſe objects we 
Juſt your ſermons lay by on the ſhelf ; 


” . 
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Why you ſtupid old big wig, arrah fare wo" ö 
For one. joy of hi den for m. * N 


Thus this bodder, cc. 
0 , &c. A n 
De 1 f * o | . * 

. bi 1 ; f , ; > x 20 


* 0 8 a 
% — * , vt * = * 7 1 4 id v ** 4 * * * ad * 
898 *% - F 3 * * 2 ” 


Then from ſuch botheration in pity releaſe us, | 
Fortune all you beſtow will repay, 


And though poor as Job, you li be all richas Cracfus, 
For you'll keep what you've given away : | 
The fine generous maxim then while you're purſying 
Spend your all to hoard mountains of pelf, 
Soar high while you're linking, * rous in ruin, 
Aud give joy to enjoy it yourſelf. © 
Ad thus have 1 proved, Kc. 5 
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; Br.rax was the morn when William left his Nancy, 
The fleecy ſnow frown'd on the whiten'd ſhore, 
Cold as the fears that chill d her dreary fancy, 


\ . 
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To his filPd heart a little Nancy preſſing, 

While a young tar the ample trowſers ey'd, | 
In need of firmneſs, in this ſtate diſtreſſing, 
Will check'd the riſing figh, and fondly cried, 

Ne er fear the perils of the fickle ocean. 
Sorrow's a notion, 
Grief all in vain; 
Sweet love take heart, 
In joy to meet again. 


Loud blew the wind, when leaning on that willow 
Where the dear name of William printed ſtood, 


When Nancy ſaw, toſs'd by a faithleſs billow, 
A hip daſh'd 'gainſt a rock that topp'd the flood: 


Her tender heart with frantic ſorrow thrilling, 
Wild as the ſtorm that howl'd along the ſhore, 
No longer could reſiſt a ſtroke ſo killing, 
"Tis he! ſhe cried, nor ſhall I fee him more 


Why did he ever truſt the fickle « ocean ? 
Sorrow's my portion, 

Miſery and pain 

Break my poor heart, 

For now we part, 

Never to meet again. 
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eee all nature was ſmiling, 


_ y paſs'd in grief, 
hen, with her children the ſad 
She ſaw Her Wüllam he NI fn og, 


Sunk in his arms with bliſs he quickly found her, 
But ſoon return'd to life, to love, and j joy, 

While her grown young ones anxiouſly iurfound her, 
And no- Will claſps his girl, and now his boy: 

Did I not ſay, though 'tis a fickle cen, to 
Sorrows all a notion, nn. „ mend ee ne 


Grief all in vain ? | | 
My joy 'how Tweet;: - 1 n Ni wor e gh 7 
For nom We meet, d wie 4H N e 
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Lirs's Jed, 3 arrah Paper 
Men call black for white through ſome quibbling 
And expreſſions ftill es ſound is all one, 
Though as diſtant as London from Dublin the ſenſe. 
Then let 'em now juſt go their gig and their fun, 
Fhis life by my ſoul's nothing more than a puny” 27 5 S 
Where men play on our paſſions to turn us all fools, © 


2 ? 
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That he's o'er head and ears the fond lover declares, a 
And muſt marry or hang the dear creature beſet, 
Conſents, little dreaming he puns while he ſwears, 
For the taef does not mean he's in Tove, but in debt. 


Then let them now juſt go their gig and their fun, 5 1 
This life by my ſoul's nothing more than a pun, 


W 
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Whers les daſhing lovers fond widows torn fools, 
nd _mak . and er they may make 
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That ſweet babe, fays old Bates, I'll quickly reſtore 
To that nnn 
A. 2: birth; 4 Dann 22758 

Punning rogue, Ws e eee 
80 he ee eee eee 


af T:+ 1 g 7 fig 17 ty W925 444 781 
Then et hem ssh go hr oi e 4 
This life by my ſoul's nothing more than a-pun - - - 
And thus learned phyſicians their patients turn fools, 
And make pins and — nn may niake 
| bull. 


LE Iv. a 
Says the courtier, my friend you ſhall have a ſnug place, 
A douceur or two more and your ſuit cannot fail ? 

And you get ſure enough a ſnug place in a jail! 
Then let em now juſt go their gig and their fun, 

This life, by my ſoul's nothing more than a pun, 
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And thus courtiers Ca 1 ou? 


To 


Ad! 69 Dio wy” ag) tax? +; Ar 
eee ho 1 
Thus feathers cut throats, chas are Socemhants cle 
Don't biſhops and ladies ſay non and mean yes? 
Don't we call t women angels for playing the devil t 


Then let hem nay juſt ga their gig dul their fun, 
This life by my ſoul's nothing more than a pun, 
Thus men laugh in their gere, while they torn, their 

friends fools;. .. leg bangs! zug: 
And, 17 and quibbles that hey may make 
us 
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ug fan wb gall 14 4 6 * 222 
Wo Wiſdom calls by Mom Wan 
211¹ aber ily e Lg 1 

| Momus and Wiſdom ave the m 

OM Wiſdom's god's the god of jollity. | 


Let the dark age wh lows and mb, 
And broods o'er melancholy, 
> Seqk creeping flakes a Acc gende, 
And call all pleaſure folly : — N 
Tf this be truth, ann Jets Jv 
If to be merry's to be wiſe, 
Jo be wiſe is to be merry. 


Who calls ? &c. 


Be mortals motives what they may, 
Pow'r, love, ambition, treaſure, 
Tn ſpight of all wiſe fools can ſay, 
The end propos'd is pleaſure. 
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That truth which contradicts me, lies; 
This axiom nought can vary, 
If to be merry's to be Vie 
wiſe be 
To be: is to eee, * 
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Indulged an. inclination, | 
'Tis odds. by then my. fioey's dene 
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A 
Who, eaeh way you can mentien, 


Io furniſnh whim, and fun, and ſport, 


Still tortured his invention, 


Mongſt Folly's ſons and daughters toe 
With Satire did he wander, 
And ſtill attempted ſometing new, 
Relying on the candour 


Of this mighty ſultan, &c. 
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At length, his frolics at an end, 
Cried one, I do not bam you, 


But as you merit, my good friend, 
He'll either fave or damn _ | 


. Wilt a cc. 
But, for your comfort, he is juſt, 
And eaſily contented, 
Nor to him e er did any truſt Ea | 
Who afterwards repented. ml. - 


You are the ſultan WE 
Indulge un inlivation, 


I am the wag—my ſtory's done — 


Now make its application: * Ae 
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Lo crore ern mt 
In the motley feather'd. ie! elem, br 
n you may Gitinety TE 
Evermore on pledfare's w nh oy onebn nf 
1c n ns tote mn a7 +1 
Fighting, loving, © a Shoot camps 
Ty __ | Croak, and hoot, and ſings” 
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Nor is my Timile unfairy. - Sal fc: tw Ai A, 
Among the people of the air BIS: $594597: A 
Birds that on each other prey, 

Birds that whiſtle, birds that croak, © 
Birds that are a ſtanding joke, 

Birds that decoy, and mock, and call, ; 
So like to birds are om wor 
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Thatin the motley featherd.race... 
Mankind you may diſtinétly trace, . 147 
Evermore on pleaſures wing. 
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Thou haſt ſcen apm the prowl, 
Grave as any judge, an owl, - / 
On birds and mice at random ſeize, © 


For wren, of Timnet;— 


Watch the minute, 


And make a fatth; by way of Rar. * 5 


Lawyers, A kroth and words, 2 
What are they all but humming · birds * 7 

Geeſe are thoſe who go to la m. 
- hogrding Filzen jackdave,. _ 154 3 «tr 
Fond doves, like lovers, kiſs and toy, 

A bulfinch is an Iriſh joy, ei 1 
Neglected worth's thethunntbtcwreny gere f 


While corm rants are all aldermen : a vi A | 


Thus ee mass. . 
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Vain neatecks then hat forn, who hide 


Their ugly feet; thotigh' pulPd vith Pride T 
Thus, while they bafk in ſunfhfnt 's Heure 
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Fools ſo eres, ef; w__ 
The meereſt 2 well e K 

Are like the wagtail and cuckos : | 

And all know thoſe who wear and lo. 

pe” en a flirt, with ink d n 

And what's, the duck-tail'd jay eh 


Thus i che — eta e. 
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Bonn bu micha chiefs come, ont. 4, 
Not Hector, nor yet Telamonz , 
Who, ſtead of fiſts, — 
But two tom-tits, or bantz 

| Not he tn combatants.of an, ou 
Who ſlew the ſoe, and drank the gore, 


But chiefs from eren 
Lank both in form and voice, and taper, 
Like an eel ſkin; or à thread paper; 
Who ammunition draw from lung, ünn 


And weld not ons nr ſpars, bt nga. 


nz 2 
Suppoſe them enter'd in the liſt, Teitvs r:4: 2 
Their cauſe of quarrel who was m * 
Or groan d at moſt at either houſee 


8 1 
Says — — dal NED Hes 
me 6 o * 
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Signor Pantheon 
* Vat ting you play on, 
© To give Miſter Jchn Bull delight 2? 
% Monſieur Haymarket, 
«© Pray don't you bark yet, 
6 Nor ſhew your toofe, for you can't bite,” 


6 My great big bouſe make peaple ſtare,” 
% Vat uſe great hauſe, nobody dare? 
« do de op'ra, you muſt ſing ſong: Y 
© Ninety foot wide, hundred yard long, 
* VE Ry IE NN 


« You Sadler-vells, Aſtley; Foxhiall;” 


© The chandelier he touch de ſky+#* 
« Og Down; Tir fol der, * 
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* Your houſe make mine one fert int hel, 
I licenſe get, you none at all.) 
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5 Fire and f devi in be 35 2629374 
F vat difgracia: 227303 e Svnb amo 2 
Jo my faccia, 1 .. 183 bas nod 445 * 
C "Tis ferry fell, zi: Moll wollo? ,$ir1c”) * 
Fiddler, linger, dancer, quick... 65 ver b 
© To alli your gen cal h,, .. 
© Make haſte, ſhoulder your fddictick, 

al And all is phce is itRGFERRANT © * 


« Nutſhell he full he bring ſome meat „ : 
10 . gu" 


C ads, cot tam 

cs Vat rage I am, foo! 30 3mob Sf: * 
4 I could my fleſh for anger eat 

« Ah do, you'll get no other meut. 


s mob nab br 


c Shades of creat muſicians all, 
© In heaven, in hell, or on: the deep. 


Quick appear, obey my call: · 108 1 
« He won't appear, he f t 
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E Great fiddling quire 
© Appear at fountd-bf David yrs bns 5517 » 
Come. drive dis rogue from Bight Lindy 
© Fat, ſhort, and tall a men Your © Ef 
Come, follow follow men, rieb err. 
5 regal aolbbin 
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** You cini he vont come e at all,” 

KS. ZL l 8 20 15 rs 1 *. 
6 I'l lop your mouth, you yillain dci " 
16 All dis fine nize dome get roalt a beaf l. 
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Come dome be fool, : L 
But let us join 16-19! 215% ven bling 7 2 
1c Vour force and mine, > ibu 40h 3 ink 
* And den dome fear 25 
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Wurm I comes to town with a Toad of hay, 
5 Mean and lowly though I feem, | | 
I knows pretty well how they figures away, 
While I whiſtles and drives my team: 
Your natty ſparks and flaſby dames 
How I do love to queer, 
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1 | 
HE on Ee RE Ai AIAN | 
To all that I comes near 2/ // 
'Then in a pet 
To hear em fret, 


A mobbing away they go— . EE” 


( The ſcoundrel deſerves to be horſe whipt * 


Who, me ma am?) 

Wo Ball, wo! 3 
So to mind them l neer fee,” Sd 
But whiſtles and drives my team! 
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30 as I Wenn thinking of nothing at al, 
And'driving as faſt às 1 can, 

I pins a queer thing againſt the wall, 
Half a monkey, and half a man ! 

The mob come round him to put up hix blood, 
While he's trembling from top to toe, 


My, whip 1 it goes ſpank, ie 
I tips Ball on the flank, 13 
Ball plunges, and paints him all ever with d 
Queers his ſtockings, A 
Then the ſweet pretty dear | 
Ah could you but hear, 7 2 #7 


(* Odds curſe you, ll make you dr, 
„ you infernal villain4” - 
Lord bleſs your baby face, I vou nor hurt 
« your ſpindle ſnanks for the world) 
Wo Ball, wo! 
So to mind em I ne er ſeeſmm - 
But whiſtles and drives my team. 


And ſo I gets the fineſt funn 
And friſk that ever you ſaw, 


7 f , 5 5 
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of all I meets I can queer ev'ry one 
But your gemmen of the law : | 
Though they can ſcarcely put me down, 
Says I, to their-Courts hen I'm led, 
- Where their tails of a pig 
They hide with a wg 7 
= * TOS 


(„ oh chat's the fellow 1 grinning through 
6 the horſe collar in the country.” | 
* 1 funey you're the een, Lhe grinning thre 
| * 22 London das 13 $4201 
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[ 81nG ads life of delight beyond meaſure, 
That tars calmly lead on the boiſterens main, : 


Where toil is enjoyment; where trouble's all pleaſure, 

| eee was thee lives, . 
<A or e as 4 

Where you fear no diſeaſes but ſickneſs and Kurvy, 


Where the water ſtinks ſweetly, by way of a zeſt, 
Where you walk on your legs, when you're not „ 


Then puſh round the can, oh you have not a notion... 
Of ſailors, their grog, and their ſweethearts, and 
wives, 
Ah give me, my ſoul, the tight lads of the ocean, 
Who, though they're ſo wretched, lead ſuch happy 
lives. * | mer 54 OY 
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Then * alwa rags. of of billows and winds in the mid. 
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__ That ſo « tas, tad fo „hitte, and bodder your ears, 


And play r N 
So ſweetly that ſounds, and that nobody hears: 


Then to ſee the tight lads, how they laugh at a ſtranger, 
Who wenn on Hmm A —_ — 
can kill, 
. 
ger, 
2 ag nne, ut ſit 
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What of perile-thas; always the agg mae ds ions 
And through ſhot. holes and leaks. leave widg. open 
death's doors, 
a II- in a battle, wert not fo precarious, 
Storms were all gig and fun, n 
mores © WEDET OE Y1B 2207 wir bn | 


i abit 3681 14 50 3579 i 0 


Py ? 
a+ 5113 5782 „ wy Ho 


In ſhort, a tar's life, you may ſay dat 1 told it, 


Who leaves quiet and peace, foreign countries ts 


DnDIx'z $8LECEED, $ONGS., 437 


Is, of all other lives, I'll be bound to uphold it, 
The beſt life in the world, next to ſtaying at home, 
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Then puſh round the can, &c. ts 
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Tits here's what 1 does -I, d' ye ſet, forms a notion 
That our troubles, our forrows, and ſtrife, 

Are the winds and the billows that foment the ocean, 
As we work through the paſſage of life ; 2 


And for fear on life's ſea leſt the veſſel ſhould E. 
To lament, and to weep, and to wail, + 

_&; a pop gun that tries to out roar a nine pounder, 

All the ſame as a whiff in a gale . 


Why now I, though hard fortune bas pretty: near ſagy'd 
EE » , tit Bees r S bn 
| par yi 7 togs are all ragged and queer, 

des þ — gave the bag to the friend that *__ ſery* d 
deb vel yr roy HE ard & rod ak 
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Now there tother 4, when 11 decei 
me, 


Stole my rhino, my cheſt and our Poll, 
Do you think in revenge, while their treachery griev'd 
me, 
Laces ene 


This here on the matter was my way of arg'ing, 
Tis true they han't left me a croſs, 
A vile wife and falſe friend. though, are gone by the 
bargain, N 
So the gain d' ye ſee's more than the loſs, 
For though fortune's a jilt, and has, &c. 
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The heart's all—when that's built as it ould, * 
and clever, 
We go fore the wind like a fly, 1 
But, if rotten and crank, you may luff up for ever, 
You'll always fail in the wind's 3 


Did 


Win palaver and nad I'm not to he aid of, 
Im adrifty let it bloꝶ chen great guns, 
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A gale, a freſh breeze, or the old gemman's head of, 
I takes life rough and ſmooth as it runs : 
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Content, though 1 bard pr &c. | 4 
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LAWYERS pay you with words, and fine ladies with , «+ 
vapours, 
Ven parſons with preaching, and dancers with ca- 
Pers, 
' Soldier's pay you with cone? n+ hg with thee 
| hves, 
Some men with an een and fome wit we 
Mann 0 > Its 123 TE? 


Some with fame, ſome with h conſcience, and many 
throw Both in, ton Das tn 4A * 


Phyſician with "Oy and gra men with nothing: 
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But pleading, engroſſing, declaring, and vap'ring, 

And fighting, and hectoring, and dancing, and ca- 
pering, 

And preaching, and ſwearing, and n 
ſeribing, 

And coaxing, and wheedling, and feeing, and brib- 

„ 

And every profeſſional art of hum-drumming 

Is clearly in ſome ſort a ſpecies of humming; 

Humming !—nay, take me with you, the term's very 

ſtrong, ; 
But I only meant humming the end of a ſong. 


For all who this evening have paid me attention 

I would I had language of ſome new invention 

My thanks to return, for where's the expreſſion 

Can deſcribe of your kindneſs the grateful iupreſ- 
| ſion? : 
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May every deſire of your hearts be propitious, 
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Be laſting: ſucceſs the reſult of your Wiſhes, $A 4 


Unimpair'd be 
And now I am come to the end of my ſong. 


r joys, your lives happy and long 
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And did you hear what ſad diſaſter, . e 
A failor and an honeſt heart, "Mi 
Arrah Pat, did you leave your poor Unah to mourn 13 | 
Away pale fear and ghaſtly terror, ; 14 | 
Ah let not an inſtant of life paſs in vain, 17 | 
An infant defenceleſs, 32 
A Drop of the Creature, 45 
All the Birds in the Air. 1356 
8 | 
Buxom Nan, . A. 


But perhaps while thus boldly expoſing each elf, 121 
Bill Bobſtay, 15. {= 
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Curſed be the lordid wretch of yore, 


Camp of Pleaſure, 
Conſtant Sailor, 
Conjugal Comfort, 


| Far from ſtrife and love's alarms, xn 


Forgive me if I thus preſuming, 
Family Likeneſs, | 
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Like a very gallant, 
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Happy Jerry, : 
Honeſty in Tatters, 7 
1 þ 1—7 
I vow I thought you at firſt ſight, 


I went to ſea with heavy heart, 

4 pray you when your ſweetheart pouts, | 
If, my hearty, you'd not like a lubber appear, 
In which of all thy various joys 
If tars of their money are laviſh, 

Indian Death Song, 


Jack in his Element, 


> Iriſh-Italian Song, 
Jack's Gratitude, | 


Italian Recitative and Duetto, 
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Leap Year, 
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"Life's Ps, 
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"Morality in the Foretop, 
"Meum and Tuum, 
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*Nawtical Philoſophy, 
*Neighbour's Fare, 

"Nothing b but Drank, 
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[Once on a time to mighty Jove, 
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Such love as holy hermits bear, 


Sound Argument, 
Swizzy, | 
Soldier Dick, 
Shenkin and Winny, © 


Savage Love Song, pe 
Smoke the Beau, | 
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The boatſwain calls, &c. 
Though I am humble, 
Truly friend Gill, 
This life's a day's journey, 
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The wind blew hard, 

5 To a flight common wound, 3s 

The Watery Grave, 43 
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3 The Drummer, | 153 
The Soldier's laſt Retreat, 


Tack and Tack, 

The Sailor's Conſolation. 

The Sailor's Return, * ? nts 2 
True Wiſdom, i 

The Sultan and the Wag, 
The Waggoner, 

Tight Lads of the Ocean, 
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When laſt in the Dreadful, 
Wounds, here's ſuch a coil, f | 
Would ye know where freedom dwells; _ 
Wigs, or the Inundation, 1 
What ſong ſhall I chant ? 
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On Gratitude, 
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The Tar for all Weathers, 2 18. 
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Negro and his Banjer, bla 2. 
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Camp of Pleaſure, 18. 

5 Virtue of Drunkenneſs, 1 

Death Alive, | 5 

Conſtant Sailor, 18. 
Shenkin and Winny, 18. 
True Engliſh Sailor, 18. 

Savage Love Song, 18: 

True Friendſhip, 1 
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| Bonny Kate, ton ls 
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The Royal Nuptials, 

The Lucky Eſcape, 

The Waggoner, 

Nothing but Drunk, 

"Virtue, 

Leap Year, 

The Sailor's Conſolation, 
The Rara Avis, 
Conjugal Comfort, 

The Beggar, | 
The Reward of Fidelity, 

Tantivy, 55 7 

The Sailor's Return, 

All the Birds in the Air, 

Poor Peg, 

Life's a Pun, 

The Soldier's Laſt Retreat, 

Meum and Tuum, 
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'Fwenty-fix ſongs compoſed 7 Mr. Drnvin 
for the By-ſtander—ſewed, 99. 
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The By-ſtander,” together with the ſongs, in 
| boards, nn ive areore i 
"Ditto, elegantly C 11. os. 


Dinbix- s Selected Songs, being a ſelection 
from Mr. Dis bix's works, printed on a 


fine writing paper, ſewed, Vol. I. Third 


Edit. | | on: 
bre, e'ega ly bound, . 
Ditto, Vol. II, being a further Selection, oY 


No. 1, 2, and 3, of a Collection of Sonatas, 
adapted for the Harpfichord or Piano 
Forte, with an accompanyment for a 
violin or flute, from the ſubjects of the 
favourite ſongs in the Wags and Oddities, 

by Mr. Dis DIN. Price each 1s 6d. 

A ſhort Treatiſe, written by Mr. DiBpix, on 
the ſubject of teaching in g-neral, and 
the neceflity of a {implication of muſic, 
intended to illuſtrate and properly ex- 

plain the utility of the above ſonatas. 18. 
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Farly in next winter will be publiſhed, a Novel, in 
three octavo volumes, written by Mr. Dippix., 


Mr, D:invIN has now on ſale a handſome aſſortment 
of Piano Fortes, &c. and, in NO. a re- 
- markable good Harplichord. | 
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